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B PREFACE. 



PREFACE. 

AS the occafion of this Poem was real, notfiSi' 
thus I fo the method purfued in.it, was rather 
itf^cfedi by what fpontaneouily asofe in the author^ 
mind on that occaiion, than meditated or defigned. 
Which will appear very probable from the nature of it. 
For it differs from the common mode of Poetry, which 
is, from long narrations to draw fhort morals* Here, 
on the confrary, the narrative iff fliort, and the nSora- 
lity arifing from it makes the bulk of the Poem, The 
reafon of it is, That the fafts mentioned did naturally 
pour thefe moral refledlions on the thought of the 
writer. 
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THE 

COMPLAINT. 



NIGttt THE FIRST. 

O N 

LIFE, DEATk, AND IMMORTALITY. . 

T o 

THE RIGHT HON. ARTHUR ONSLOW, 

SPEAKER OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 

TIR'D Nature's fweet reftorer, balmy Sleep i 
He, like the world, his ready vifit pays 
Where Fortune fmiles 5 the wretched he forfakes { 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe. 
And lights on lids unfullied with a tear. $ 

From fliort (as ufual) and diflurb'd repofe, 
I wake : How happy they, who wake no more I 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeft the giave. 
I wake, emerging from a fea of dreams 
Tumultuous i where my wrecked defponding thought, 10 
From wave to wave of fancied mifery, 
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4 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

At random drove, her helm of rpafon loft. 

Though now reilor'd, 'tis only change of pain» 

(A bitter change!) fcverer for fevere. 

The Day too fliort for my diftrefs 5 and Nigbt^ 

£v'n in the zenith of her dark domain, 

l8 funlhine to the colour of my fate. 

Nighty fable goddefs ! from her eben throne. 
In raylefs majefty, now ftretches forth 
Her leaden fceptre o'er a ilumbering world. : 

Silence^ how dead I and darkncfs, h^w profound S 
Nor eye, nor liftening ear, an obje6^ finds 5 
Creation Aeeps. 'Tis as the general pulfe 
Of lif^ flood ftillj and nature made a paufe y 
An awful paufe \ prophetic of her end. 2 

And let her prophecy be foon fuifillM 5 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lofe no more. 

Silence 9XiA Darknefs ! folemn fitters I twins 
From ancient Night ^ who nurfe the tender thought \ 
To Reafony and on Reafon build Refolvey 3 

(That column of true majefty in man) 
Aflift me : I will thank you in the grave 5 
The giave, your kingdom : ^here this frame (hall faJ 
A viftim facred to your dreary ihrine. 
But what are ye ? — ' 3 

Thou, who didft put to flight 
Primaeval Silence^ when the morning ftars. 
Exulting, ihouted o'er the rifing ball ; 
O Thou, whofe word from folid darknefs ftnick 
That fpark, the fun j ftrike wifdom from my foul j 4< 



THE COMPLAINT, Night I. 5 

My foul, which flies to Thee, her truft, her treafure. 
As mifers to their gold, while others reft. 

Through this opaque of Nature^ and of Souly 
This double night, tranfmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 45 

(A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 
Lead it through various fcenes of Life and Death \ 
And from each fcene, the iiobleft truths infpire* 
Nor lefs infpire my ConduSl, than my Song $ 
Teach my beft reafon, reafon ; my beft will 50 

Teach re£litude; and fix my firm refolve 
Wifdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 

The bell ftrikes One. We take no note of time sS 
But from its lofs. To give it then a tongue, 
Is wife in man. As if an angel fpoke, 
I feel the folemn found. If heard aright. 
It is the knell of my departed hours : 
Where are they ? With th* years beyond the flood. 60 
It is xh^Jignal that demands difpatch : 
How much is to be done ? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarmM, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down— On what ? a fathomlefs abyfs ; 
A dread eternity ! how furely mine I 65 

And can eternity belong to me. 
Poor penfioner on the bounties of an hour } 

How poor, how rich, how abje£l, how auguft. 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man 1 
How paiHng wonder He, who made him fuch I 70 

B 3 Who 



6 yOVliG^S POEMS. 

Who centred in our make foch ftrange extremes t 
From 4ifierent natures marvelouHy mixt, 
. Connexion exquiiite of diftant worlds ! 
DiftinguiihM link in Being^s endlefs chain ! 
Midtuay from Nothing to the Deity I 
A beam ethereal, fuliy'd, and abforpt I 
Though fully'd and di/honour'd, ftill divine f 
Dim miniature of greatnefs abfoiute 1 
An heir of glory I a frail child of duft ! 
/f^(^/^ immortal 1 m(^ infinite! 
A worm ! a god !— I tremble at myfelf. 
And in mylelf am loft I at home a ftranger. 
Thought wanders v^ and down, iVirprizM, aghaft. 
And wondering at her onvn: How reafon reels I 
O what a miracle to man is man. 
Triumphantly diftrefs^d I what joy, what dread ! 
Alternately tranfix>rted, and alarmM ! 
What can prefenre my life I or what deftroy ! 
An angers arm can't fnatch me from the grave; 
Legions of angels can*t confine me there. < 

'Tis paft conjefture ; all things rife in proof: 
While o'er my limbs ^^V foft dominion fpread. 
What though my foul fantaftic meafures trod 
O'er fairy iields ; or moum'd along the gloom 
Of pathlefs woods; or, down the craggy fteep ; 
HurPd headlong, fwam with pain the mantled pool ; 
Or fcalM the cliff; or danc'd on hollow winds, 
With antic fhapes, wild natives of the brain I 
Her ceafelefs flight, though devious, fpeaks her natui 
Of fubtler eflence than the trpdden clod f lo 

Aftiv 
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A£tive» aerialy towenng, wicon6n*d« 

UnfetterM with her grofs companions fall. 

£v*n filent night proclaims my fouL immortal i 

£v*n filent night proclaims eternal day. 

For human weal, heaven husbands all events ^ 105 

Dull deep inifa*u£is, nor %ort vain dreams in vain. 

"Why then their lofs deplore, that are not loft ? 
Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around^ 
In infidel diftrefs ? Are Angela there ? 
Slymbers, rakM up in duft, ethereal fire ? ii« 

They live I they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconceivM s and from an eye 
Of tendemef^ let heavenly pity fall 
On me, more juftly numbered widi the dead. 
nil is the defart, tiis the fblitude : 115 

How populous, how vital, ift the grave ! 
This is creation's melancholy vault. 
The vale funereal, the fad cypn/t glooms 
The land of apparitions, empty ihades ! 
All, all on earth, is Shaih<w, all beyond z«o 

Is Subflance i the reverfe is folly's crud : 
How folid all, where change (hall be no more! 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn. 
The twilight of pur day, the veftibule $ 
Life's theatre as yet is flint, and death, 125 

Strong death, alone can heave the mafly bar. 
This grofs impediment of clay remove, 
And make us emhry^s of exifbnce free, , 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 1 jo 

B 4 The 
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The future cmbiyo, flumbering in his fire. 
Embryos we muft be, till we burft the fhell. 
Yon ambient azure fliell, and fpring to life, 
The life of gods, O tranfport ! and of man. 

Yet man, fool man ! here buries all his thoughts ; 135 
Inters celeftial hopes without one figh. 
Prifoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 
J/!?r^ pinions all his wifhes ; wing'd by heaven 
To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 
•Vnitre firapbs gather immortality, 140 

On life's fair tree, faft by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambrofial cluftering glow. 
In His full beam, and ripen for the juft. 
Where momentary ages are no more ! 
Where time, and pain, and chance, and death expire ! 145 
And is it in the flight of threefcore yeays. 
To pufh eternity from human thought. 
And fmother fouls immortal in the duft? 
A foul immortal, fpending all her fires. 
Wafting her ftrength in ftrenuous idlenefs, '. 1 5* 

Thrown into tumult, raptur'd or alarm'd. 
At ought this fcene can threaten or indulge, 
Refembles ocean' into tempeft wrought. 
To waft a feather, or to -drown a fly. 

Where falls this cenfure? It overwhelms myfelfj 15^ 
How was my heart incrufted by the world I 
O how felf-fetterM was my groveling foul I 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In filken thought, which reptile Fancy ^un. 
Till darkened Reafm lay^uite clouded o'er 160 

With 
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With foft Conceit of endlcfs comfort here. 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the fkies 1 

Night- vifions may befriend (as fung above) : 
Our nvaiing dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 
Of things impoflible ! (Could deep do more ?) 165 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change I 
Of ftable pleafures on the toiling wave ! 
Eternal funihine in the 'ftorms of life ! 
How richly were my noon-tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapeftrics of piftur'd Joys ! 170 

Joy behind joy, in endlefs perfpeftive ! 
Till at death*s toll, whofe reftlefs iron tongue 
Calls daily For his millions at a meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myfelf undone. 
Where now my phrenzy's pompous furniture ? 175 
The colfweb^d cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mouldering mud, is royalty to me ! 
The JpiHer's moft attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man^s tender tie 
On earthly blifs j it breaks at every breeze. 1 80 

O ye bleft fcenes of permanent delight ! 
Full, above mealure ! lafting, beyond bound ! 
K perpetuity of blifs is blifs. 
Could you, io rich in rapture, fear sm end. 
That ghaftly thought would drink up all your joy, 1^5 
And quite unparadife the realms of light. 
Safe arc you lodg'd above thefe rolling fpheres $ 
The baleful influence of whofe giddy dance 
Sheds fad viciffitude on all beneath. 
Mire teems with revolutions every hour \ 190 

And 
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And rarely for the better j or the bpft^ 

More nyortal tba^ the common births oi fate. 

Each fffoment has iti fickle, emulous 

Of Times eyioripQus fcythe, whofe ample fweep 

Strikes empires from the root j each moment play* 295 

His little weapon in the narrower fphere 

Of fweet damefiif comfort, and cuts down 

The faireft bloom of fublunary blifs. 

Blifs ! fublunary blifs !— ^prpud words, and rain ! 
Implicit treafon to divine decree 1 200 

A bold invafion of the rights of heaven I 
I clafpM the phantoms, a^d I found ^eni atir. 
O had I weighM it ere my fond embrace ! 
What darts of agopy had mifs'd my heart ! 

Death ! great proprietor of all ! tis thine 295 

To tread out empire, and to quench the ftars. 
The fun himfelf by thy permiifion (hines ; 
And, one day, thou (halt pluck him from his fphere. 
Amid fuch mighty plunder, why exhauft 
Thy partial quiver on a mark fo n^ean ? a 10 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd onmef 
Infatiate ^Fcbpr 1 could not one. fu^ce ? 
Thy (haft flew thrice j and tbriee ipy pf ace was flain \ 
And thrice, ere tbn(:e yon moQU h94 fiU'd her horn. 
O Cynthia 1 why fo pale > Doft thou lament %\$ 

Thy wretched ncigbbom* ? Grieve tg fee thy wheel 
Of ceafelefs chaage outwhirlM in hoinaii life ? 
How wan^s my harronjtid blift ! frqmfwtw$i4 fmile, 
Precarious courtefy I t^ot 'virtue 's fure, 
Self-given, fql^r ray of fouad delight* %%o 

III 
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In every vary'd pofture, place, and hour. 
How wIdowM every thought of every joy ! 
Thought, bufy thought ! too bufy for my peace ! 
Through the dark poftem of time long elapsM, 
Le4 foftly, by the fiilinefs of the night, 225 

Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves !) 
Strays (wretched rover !) o*er the pleafing/tf^ j 
In queft of wretchednefs pervefely ftrays j 
And fiqds all defart mnu j and meets the ghofts 
Of my departed joys ; a numerous train ! 230 

I rue the riches of my former fate 5 
Sweet comfort*s blafled clufters I lament ; 
I tremble at the bleiHngs once fo dear $ 
And every pleafure pains me to the heart. 

Vet why complain ? or why complain for one ? 235 
Hangs out the fun his lufbre but for me, 
Thic Jingle man ? Are angels all befide ? 
I mourn for millions : ^Tis the conunon lot ; 
In this (hape, or in tbaty has fate entaiPd 
The mother's throes on all of woman bom, 240 

Not more the children, than fure heirs, of pain. 

^ATar, Famine, Peft, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Inteftine broils, Opprejffon, with her hesgt 
Wrapt up ip triple brafs, befiege mankind. 
God's image difinherited of day, ^4S 

Here, plungM in mines, forgets a fun was made. . 
Tberey beings deathlefs as their haughty lord, 
Are hami^er'd to the galling oar for life ; 
And plow the winter's wave, and reap defpair. 
JSvmfj for haid ma&ers, broken under annsj 25^ 

In 
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In battle lopt away, with half their limbs. 

Beg bitter bread through realms their valour favM, 

If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom» 

Want^ and incurable difeafe^ (fell pair !) 

-On hopelefs multitudes remorfelefs feize \ 

At once j and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaning bojpitab ejefi their dead I 

What numbei'S groan for fad admiffion there ! 

What numbers, once in fortune* s lap high-fed, 

Elicit the cold hand of charity ) 9 

To (hock us more, folicit it in vain 1 

Ye filkcn fons of plealure ! iince in pains 

You rue more modiih vifits, vifit berey 

And breathe from your debauch : gi<vef and reduce 

Surfeifs dominion o'er you : but fo great 2 

Your impudence, you bluih at what is right, 

Happy ! did forrow feize onfucb alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue fave j 
Difeafe invades the chafteft temperance $ 
And punifhment-the guiltlefs ; and alarm, 2^ 

Through thickeft (hades, purfues the fond of peace. 
Man''s caution often into danger turns ; 
And his guard, falling, crufties him to death* 
Not bappinefs itfelf makes good her name j 
Our very wifhes give us not our wifli. 27 

How diftant oft the thing we doat on moft, 
From that for which we doat, felicity I 
Thefmootbejf courfeof nature has its pains; 
And truejf friends, through error, wound our reft. 
Without misfortune, what calamities t 28c 

Anc 
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And what hoftilities, without a foe I 

Nor ai*e foes wanting to the beft on earth« 

But endlefs is the lift of human ills. 

And flghs might fooner fail, than caufe to figh* 

A part how fmall of the terraqueous globe %Z$ 

Is tenanted by man ! the reft a ivafte. 
Rocks, defarts, frozen feas, and burning fands ; 
Wild haunts of monfters, poifons, ftings, and death* 
Such is earth*s melancholy map ! but, far 
More fad ! this earth is a true map of man,, 290 

So bounded are its haughty lord's deligbu 
To nvofs wide empire 5 where deep troubUi tofs> 
Loud /orro'ivs howl, invenom'd pi^oMS bite. 
Ravenous calamities our vitals feise. 
And threatening yizf« wide opens to devour. 295 

What then am I, who forrow for myfelff 
In age, in infancy, from others' aid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind, 
Tbat, nature's /;3/?, ^ lefTon to mankind j 
The ielfifh heart deferves the pain it feels. 30a 

More generous forrow, while it finks, exalts j 
And confcious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thought zfecond channel ; who divide. 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 505 

Take then, O H^orld! thy much-indebted tear : 
How fad a fight is human happinefs. 
To thofe whofe thought can pierce beyond an hour f 
O thou ! whate'er thou art, whofe heart exults ! 
Wouldft thou I ihould congi-atulate thy fate I ^i<k 

I knoi)i^ 
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I know thou wouldft } thy pnde demands it from n 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs. 
The falutary cenfurc of a friend. 
Thou happy <wreicb ! by blindnefs thou art bleft ; 
By dotage dandled to perpetual fmiles. 3 

Know, fmiler I at thy peril art thou pleSs'd 5 
Thy pleafurc is the pfomift of thjr pairi. 
Misfortune^ like a creditor fevere, 
But rifes in demand for her delay 5 
She makes a fcourge of paft profperity, 3 

To fting thee morp, and double thy diftrefs. 
Lorenzo, fortune makes her court to thee. 
Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren fings. 
Dear is thy welfare ^ think me not unkind j 
I would not damp, but to fecure thy joys, y. 

Think not fhaty^^r is facred to the ftorm : 
Stand on thy guard againft xh.t fmiles of fate. 
Is heaven tremendous in its frowns ? Moft fure j 
And in its favours formidable too : 
Us favours here are trials, not rewards ; 3 3 

A call to duty, not difcharge from care ; 
And fhould alarm us, full as much as woes ; 
Awake us to their caufe and confequence ; 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our defert j 
jS,^f9t nature's tumult, and chaftifc her joys, 33 

Left, while we clafp, we kill them ; nay, invert 
To worfe thim Jimple mifery, their charms. 
Re*ifolted joys, like foes in civil war. 
Like bofom friendfliips to refentment fourM, 
With rage envenomed rife againft our peace. 34 

Bewai 
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Beware what estrth calls happinefs ; beware 
All joys, but joys that nev«f can expire. 
Who builds on lefs than an itHmortal bafe. 
Fond as he feems, condemiis his joys to death. 

Mine dy'd With thee, Philaftdei*! thy laft figh 34^ 
Piflblv'd the charm j the difenchanted earth 
Loft all her lufJre. Where her glitteriilg towers ? 
Her golden mountains, where ? all dstrJten'd down 
To naked wafte \ a dreary vale of tears $ 
The great magician 's dead! Thou poor, pale piece 350' 
Of out-caft earth, in darknefs ! what a change 
From yefterday I Thy darling hope fo near, 
(Long-labour'd prize !) O how ambidon flufh'd 
Thy glowing cheek I Ambition truly great. 
Of virtuous praife. Death* s fubtle feed wifliin 355 
(Sly, treacherous miner f ) working in the dark, 
Smird at thy well-concerted fcheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to riot on that rofe fo red, 
Unfaded ere it fell j one moment's prey I 

Man'^s forefight is conditionally wife j 360.' 

Lorenzo ! wifdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firit inftant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is bom. How dim our eye ! 
The prefent moment terminates our fight j 
Clouds, thick as fhofe on doomfday, drown the nixt\ %€$ 
We penetrate, we prophecy in vain. 
Tmte is dealt out by particles ; and each. 
Ere mingled with the ftreaming fands of life. 
By Fate's inviolable oath is fwom 
6eep filence, « Where eternity begins." 37<> 

♦ By 
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By nature^s law, what may be^ may be noixt ; 
There 's no prerogative in human hours. 
In hum^ hea^s what bolder thought can rife. 
Than man's prefumption on to-morrow's dawn ? 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain ; the reverfe 
Is fure to none ; and yet on this perhaps. 
This perad'Venturey infamous for lies. 
As on a rock of adamant, we build 
Our mountain hopes ; fpin out eternal fchemes. 
As we the fatal fifters could out-fpin. 
And, big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not ev'n Philander had befpoke his fhroud : 
Nor had he caufe ; a warning was dony'd ; 
How many fall as fudden, not as fafe I ^ 

As fudden, though for years admonifh'd home. 
Of human ills, the lad extreme beware. 
Beware, Lorenzo ! 2. Jlo'w fudden death* 
How dreadful that deliberate furprize I 
Be wife to-day ; 'tis madnefs to defer j 3 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead 5 
Thus on, till wifdom is pufti'd out of life. 
Procraflinatim is the thief of time 5 
Year after year it fteals, till all are £ed, 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 3. 

The vaft concerns of an eternal fcene. 
If not fo frequent, would not This be ftrange? 
That 'tis fo frequent, This is ftranger ftill. 

Of man's miraculous miftakes, this bears 
The palm, « That all m?n are about to live," 4( 
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For ever on the brink of being born. 

Ail pay themfelves the compliment to think 

They one day fhall not drivel : and their pride 

On this reverfion takes up ready praife j 

Atleaft, their own ; their /«^«r^ felves applaud j 405 

How excellent that life they ne'er will lead ! 

Time lodg'*d in their o^wn hands \%foUfs vails 9 

That lodged \x{ fate's, to ivifdotn they confign j 

Thclhing they can't but purpofe, they poftfone ; 

Tis not m folly, not to fcorn a fool j 4i« 

And fcarce in human imfdom to do more. 

All promife is poor dilatory man. 

And that through every ftage : when young, indeed, 

In full content we, fometimes, nobly reft, 

Ununxious for ourfel<ves j and only wifh, 41 5 

As duteous fons, o\xv fathers were more wife. 

At thirty m^nfuJ^eSfs himfelf a foci; 

KfKfws it 2A forty, and reforms his plan; 

At ffty chides his infamous delay, 

Pulhes his prudent purpofe to refol've ; 42* 

In all the magnanimity of thought 

Kefolves ; and re-refolves ; then dies the fame. 

And why ? Becaiife he thinks himfelf immortal. 
All jnen think all men mortal, but Themfelves ; 
Themfelves, when fome alarming fhock of f;rte 425 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the fudden dread; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air. 
Soon clofe ; where, paft the ihaft, no trace is founds 
As from the iju'ing no fear the fky retains ; 
The parted wave jio furrow from the Jieeli 430 

Vol. II. C «• 



iS YOUNG'S POEMS. 

So dies in human hearts the thoughts of death. 
Ev'n with the tender tear which nature flieds 
O'er thofe we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander ? That were ftrange ! 

my full heart ! — But (hould I give it vent, 43 
The longeft night, though longer far, would fail. 
And the lark liften to my midnight fong. 

The fpritely lark's ftirill matin wakes the morn ; 
Griefs Iharpeft thorn hard prefling on my breaft, 

1 ftrive, with wakeful melody, to chear 44e 
The fullen gloom, fweet Philomel ! like Thee, 

And call the ftars to liften : every ftar 
Is deaf to mine, enamoured of thy lay. 
Yet be not vain 5 there are, who thine excel. 
And charm through diftant ages : wrapt in (hade, 445 
Prifoner of darknefs ! to the filei)t boursy 
How often I repeat their rage divine. 
To lull my griefs, and fteal my heart from woe ! 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 
Dark, though not blind, like thee, Ma^onides ! 450 
Or, Milton I thee j ah, could I reach your ftrain I 
Or HiSi who made Maeonides our O^wn, 
Man too He fung ; immortal man I fing ; 
Oft burfts my fong beyond the bounds of life \ 
What, nfywy but immortality can pleafe ? 455 

O had He prefs'd his theme, purfued the track. 
Which opens out of darknefs into day I 
O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 
Soar'd where I fink, and fung immortal man ! 
How had it bleft mankind, and refcued me ! 460 

NIGHT 
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V 

NIGHT THE SECOND, 

O N 
TIME. DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 

r d THE 

RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF WILMINGTON. 

'^ Tf/llEN the Cock cre^f be ^wepf" -^imoXz by that 

eye. 
Which looks on me, on all : That power, who bids 
This midnight centinel, with clarion fbrill. 
Emblem of that which (hall awake the dead» 
Roufe fouls from (lumber, into thoughts of heaven. 5 
Shall I too weep ? Where then is fortitu<ie ? 
And, fortitude abandoned, where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he fees the light ^ 
He that is born^, is lifted i life is war ; 
Eternal war with woe. Who bears it ht^y i« 

Dcferves it leaft.— On o/j&^ themes I 'li dwell. 
Lorenzo I let me turn my thoughts on thee, 
And tbifiCy on themes may profit j profit there, 
Where moft thy need. Themes, too, the genuine gi'owth 
Of dear Philander' s duft. He thus^ though dead, 15 
May ftill befriend — ^What themes? Twi^s ^wondrous 
pricey 

C a Dtath, 
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Death f friendjbip^ and "PhihTidtf^ final fcene. 

So could I touch thefe themes, as might obtain 

Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite difengag^Hy 

The good deed would delight me ; half imprefs 

On my dark cloud an Iris ; and from grief 

Call glory — Doft thou mourn Philander's fate? 

I know thou fay'ft it : Says thy life the fame i 

He mourns the dead, who lives as they defire. 

Where is that thirft, that avarice of Time, 

(O glorious avarice !) thought of death infpires^ 

As rumour'd robberies endear our gold ? 

O ^ime! than gold more facred ; more a load 

Tlian lead, to.fools j and fools reputed vnCe, 

What moment granted. man without account ? 

What j^^iTi are fquanderM, nvifdom^s debt unpaid ! 

Our wealth in days, all due to.-tbat difcharge. . 

HaAe, .hafte» beiiesin wait, he 's at the door, 

Infidious Death/ ihould his ftrong hand arce((. 

No compofltion fets the prifoner free« ^ 

Eternity*! inexorable chain 

Fail binds $ and vengeance claims the fulfArrear. 

How late I IhudderM on the brink ! how late 
lAk cair.d for her laft refuge in defpair ! 
That TimeU mine, O Mead ! to thee I owej 4 

Fain would I pt^y thee with Eternity. 
But ill my genius anfwers my defire; 
My fickly fong is mortal, |)aft thy cure. 
Accept the will i-^that dies^ot with my Gmru 

For what calls thy difeafe, Lorenzo ? not ^ 

For Efculapian, but for mond aid. 

The 
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Thou think^ft it folly to be wife too foon. 
Toutb is not rich in Time, it may be poor ; 
Part with it as with money, fparing ; pay- 
No moment, but in purchafe of its worthy 50 
And what its worth, a{k death-beds ; they can tell; 
Part with it as with life, reluftant j big 
With holy hope, of nobler time- to come ; 
Time higher aim'd, ftill nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels; virtue more divine. 55 

Is this our duty, ixjifdom, ghrj, gmnh 
{Tbefe heaven benign in vital union binds) 
And fport we like the natives of the bough. 
When vernal funs infpire ? Amufement reigns 
. Man^s great demand ; To trifle, is to live : 60 

And is it then a trifle, too, to die ? 

Thou.fay'ft I preach, Lorenzo, 'tis confeft. 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite a<wake ? 
Who wants apiufemint in the flame of battle ? 
Is it not treafon, to the. foul immortal, . 65 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 
Will toys amufe, wljen medicines cannotxure? 
When fpirits ebb, when life's enchanting fcenes 
Their luftrelofe, and leffen in our fight,. 
As lands, and cities with their glittering fpircs, 70 
To the poor /hatter'd bark, by fudden ftorm 
Thrown off to fea, and foon to perifh there ? 
Win toys amufe ? No : Thrones will then be toys. 
And earth and (kies feem duft upon the fcale. 

Redeem we time ? — Its lofs.we dearly buy. 75 

Whak^plead^ Lotiienzo for his high-priz'd fports I 

C 3 ' He 
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He pleads Rime's numerous bianksi he loudly plea 
The ftraw-likc trijles on life's conunon ftream. 
From whom thofe blanks and trifles^ hut from thee 
No blank, no trific, nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or /r»/wV virtue, ftillbethinej 
Tbts cancels thy complaint at once, VCbis leaves 
In aSl no trifle^ and no blank in time. 
^bis greatens, fills, immortalizes all 5 
This, the bleft art of turning all to gold 5. 
TkiSf the good heart's prerogative to raife 
A royal tribute from the pooreft hours 5 
Iinmenfe revenue ! eveiy moment pays. 
If nothing more than purpofi in thy power j 
Thy purpofe fii*ra, is equal to the deed : 
Who does the beft his circumftance allows^ 
Does well, a^ts nobly 5 angels could no more.. 
Our cutwuard a£^ indeed admits reftraint ; 
'Tis not in things o'er thought to domineer; 
Guard well thy thought; our thoughts are heard 
heaven. 
On all important Time, throujh every age, 
Though much, and warm, the wife have urg'd j the m 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 
** / ''<ve lofl a <%>"— the prince who nobly cry'd 
Had been an emperor without his crown ; i 

Of Rome, fay, rather, lord of human race : 
IJe fpoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
So fhould all fpeak: So reafon fpeaks in all: 
From the foft whifpers of that God in man, 
Why fly to folly, why to phrenzy fly, k 
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For refcue from the bleffwg we poffefs ? 

Time the fupreme '.—Time is Eternity ; 

Pregnant with all eternity can give ; 

Pregnant with all, that makes archangels fmile. 

Who murders time, he crufhes in the birth 1 x« 

A power ethereal, only not ador'd. 

Ah ! how unjuft to nature and himfelf. 
Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconfiftent man ! 
Like children babbling nonfenfe in their Iports, 
We ceniure nature for a fpan too (hort ; 1x5 

That fpan too fhort, we tax as tedious too j 
Torture invention, all expedients tire. 
To lafh the lingering moments into fpced. 
And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourfelves. 
Arty brain 1 efs .4r/ / our furious charioteer 120 

(For Nature's voice unftified would recall) 
Drives headlong towards the precipice of death ; 
Death, mod our dread ; death thus more dreadful made : 
O what a riddie of abfurdity ! 

Leifurt is pain j takes off our chariot wheels j 125 

liow heavily we dra^ the load of life ! 
Bleft leiiure is our curfcj like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander \ wander earth around 
To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atlas groan'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 1 3« 
We cry for mercy to the next amufement ; 
The next amufement mortgages our fields ; 
Slight inconvenience ! prifons hardly frov/n, 
From hateful T?W if prifons fet us free. 
Yet v^'hcn Death kindly tenders us relief, iJS 

C 4 V/c 
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We call hiin cruel ; jctm to moments flirmky. 

Ages to years. The tehfcope is tumM. 

To man's falfe optics (from his folly fUfe) 

Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings. 

And feems to creep, decrepit with his age; 240. 

Behold him, when paft by j what then is feen,. 

£ut his broad pinions fwifter than the winds ? 

And all mankind^ in oontradi^tion ftit>ng, 

Ruefiil, aghaft ! cry out on Iris career. 

Leave to thy fx>es thefe errors, and thefe ills ; 145 
To nature juft, their C/iu/e and Cure explore. 
Not fliort heaven's bounty, boundlcfs our expence } 
No niggard, nature ; men arc; prodigals. 
We nvafte, not ufe our time ; we breathe, not live. 
Time ov^i/ff^- is exigence, icjVisIife. 150 

And bare exijfence, man, to lii/e ordainM^ 
Wrings, and opprefibs widi enormous weight. 
And why? fince Time was given for ufe, not wafte,. 
Injoin'd to fly ; with tempeft, tide, and ftars. 
To keep his fpeed, nor ever wait for man ; 155 

Tjfne*s mS^ was doom'd a pleafure : wafte, a. pain 5 
That man mi^t feel his error, if unfcen ; 
And, fecli2\g, fly to labour for his cure j 
Not, blundering, fpUt on idienefs for eafe. 
Life's cares are comforts; fuch by heaven defign'd; 160 
He that has none, muft make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are employments, and without employ 
The foul is on a rack ; the rack of rejt. 
To fpuis moft adverfe. 5 aftion all their joy. 

Here 
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Here then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ;- 165. 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 
"We rave, we wreftle, with Great Nature's Flan j 
We thwart the Deity 5 and 'tis decreed, 
Who riiwart his will, (hall conti-adi^i their own^ 
Hence our unnatural quarrels with.ourfelves j 170 

Our thoughts at enmity j our bofom-broil; 
We pu(h Time fmm us, andwe wifh him back j 
LaviOi of luilrums, and yet fond of life j 
Life we think long, and fliort j Death feek, and fliun : 
Body and foul, like peevifli. man and wife,. 175 

United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here,. 
How taftelefs ! and how terrible, when gone I 
Gone! they ne'er go j when paft, they haunt us dill ; 
The fpirit walks of every day deceasM j, 180 

And frailes an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death, nor life delight us. If time pafty 
And time pojfejtf both pain, us, what can pleafe ? 
That, which the Deity to pleafe: ordain'd. 
Time ajV. The man who confecrates his hours 185 
By vigoi'ous effort, and an honeft aim. 
At once. he draws the fting of life and death; 
He twalis ivitb Natur^j, and her paths are peace. 

Our error's caufe and cure are feen : See next 

Time's Nature, Origin, Importance, Speed-, i9« 

And thy great Gain from urging his career.— 

All-feniual man, becaufe untouched, unfeen. 

He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elfe 

U truly man's i 'tis fortune' s«— Time 's a god, 

llttk 
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-Kaft thou ne'er heard of Timers omnipotence ? 

For, or agaittjl^ what wonders he can do ! 

And It'///; To ftsnd blank nsiiter he difdains. 

Not on tbofe terms was T^ime (heaven's ftranger !) A 

On his important embafTy to man, 

Lorenzo ! no : On the long-deftin'd hour, 

From everlafting ages growing ripe. 

That memorable hour of wcnd/ous birth. 

When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent. 

And big with nature, riling in his might, 

Caird forth creation (for then ^ime was born), 2 

By Godhead ftrt-aming tbj-ough a thoiifand worlds j 

Not on tbofe icr}:i5y from the great days of heaven. 

From old eternity's myfterious orb, 

Was ^ime cut off, and caft beneath the fkics j 

The (kics, which watch him in his new abode, 2 

Meafuring his motions by revolving Ipheres j 

That horologe machiner)' divine. 

Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, pla 

Like numerous wings around him, as he fiies : 

©r, rather, as unequal plumes, they ihape ai 

His ample pinions, fwift as darted flame. 

To gain his goal, to reach his antient reft. 

And join anew Eternity his firef * 

In his vnmutMUty to neft. 

When worltfs, that count his circles izovw, unhing'd 22 

(Fate the loud lignal founding) headlong niih 

To t'tmelefs night and chaos, Vihcnce ihey rofe. 

Why Ipur the i'peedy ? Why with levities 
New wing tiiy fliort^ ihort day's too ra»>iii flight? 

Knew' 
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Know'ft thou, or what thou doft, or what is done? 225. 

Man flies from I'imey and Time from man ; too foon 

In fad divorce this double flight muft end : 

And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo ! then 

Thy fports ? thy pomps ? — I grant thee, in a (late 

Not unambitious 5 in the ruffled fhroud, 230 

Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 

Has Death his fopperies ? Then well may Life 

Put on her plume, and in her rainbow fhine. 

Ye 'wcll-arraydl ye lilies of our land ! 

Ye lilies male I who neither toil, nor fpin, 235 

(As Cfter lilies might) if not fo wife 

As Sclomcr., more fumptucus to the fight ! 

Ye delicate ! who nothing can fupport, 

Yourlelves moft infupportable ! for whom 

The winter rofe-muft blow, the fun put on 24.0 

A brighter beam in Leo ; filky-foft 

Favonius breathe ftill fofter, or be chid ; 

And other worlds fend odours, fauce, and fong, 

And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms ! 

O ye Lorenzos of our agje 1 who defem 24.5 

One moment unamusM, a mifery 

Not made for feeble man ! who call aloud 

For every bawble drivel'd o'er by fenfe j 

For Kittles, and conceits of every caft. 

For change of follies, and relays of joy,. 25a 

To drag your patient through the tedious length 

Of a fliort winter's day — fay, fages ! fay,. 

Wit's oracles 1 fay, dreamers of gay dreams I 

How 
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How will you weather an eternal nighty 
Where fuch expedients fail. ? a 

O treacherous Confcience ! while flie feems to flecj 
On ro/e and myrtle, luU'd with fyren (bng j 
While (he feems,. nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the flacken'd rein. 
And give us up to licence, unrecall'd, 2 

Unmarked i-^fee, from, behind her fecret ftand,.. 
The fly informer minutes every fault. 
And her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the grofs A^ alone employs her pen j 
She reconnoitres Fancy s airy band, 2r 

A watchful foe i the formidable fpy, 
Liftening, overhears the whifpers of our camp : 
Our dawning purpofes of heart explores, 
And fteals our embryos of iniquity. 
As all-rapacious u£iirers conceal 2; 

Their doomfday-book from all- con fuming heirs ; 
Thus, with indulgence moft fevere,. flie treats 
Us fpendthrifts of ineftimable Time j 
Unnoted, notes each moment milapply'dj 
In leaves more durable than leaves of brafs 27 

Writes our whole hiftory 5 which Death ftiall read 
In every pale delinquent's private ear j 
And Judgement publifh j publifti to more worlds . 
Than this ; and endlefs age in groans refound. 
Lorenzo, fuch that Sleeper in thy bread ! 28 

Such is. her (lumber; and her vengeance fuch 
For flighted counfel ; fich thy future peace ! 
And think'ft thou ftiil .thou canS .be wife toofom /. 

£u 
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But why on Ttme fo lavifh is my fong ? 
Onfhis great thetne kind Nature keeps a fchool, 185 
To teach her fons herfelf. Each night we die. 
Each mom are born anew : Each day, a life ! 
And fliall we kill each- day ? If Trifling kills j 
Sure Vice muft butcher. O wl\at heaps of flain 
Cry out for vengeance on us ! Time deftroy'd 290 

Is Suicide^ where more than Blood h fpilt. 
Time flies, deadi urges, knells call, heaven invites. 
Hell threatens : All exerts ; in effort, all ; 
Mor£ than creation labours ! — labours more ? 
And is there in creation what, amidft 295 

This tum^ilt univerfal, wing'd difpatch. 
And ardent energy, fupinely yawns ? — 
Man fleeps \ and Man alone ; and Man^ whdfe fate. 
Fate irreverfible, intire, extreme, 
Endlefs, hair-bung, breeze-fhaken, o'er the gulph 300 
A moment trembles j drops 1 and Man^ for whom 
All elfc is in alarm I Ato, the fole caufe 
Of this furrounding ftorm ! and yet he fleeps, 
As the dorm rock'd to reft. — Throw Tears away ? 
Tiirow Enfpiresy and be blamelefs. Moments feize ; 305 
Heaven 's on their wing : A moment we may wifli, 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid De^ (land ftiU^ 
Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 
The period paft, re-give the given hour. 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we wantj 310 

Xorenzo— O foe yefterdays to come ! 

Such is the language of the man anoake i 
His ardoujir iuch, for what ofprejes thae^ 

And 
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And Is his ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No ; 

That more than miracle the. gods indulge $ 3 

^o-d^y is Yefterday returned 5 returnM 

Full power'd to caned, expiate, raife, adorn. 

And reinftate us on the Rock of peace. 

Let it not Ihare its predeceflbr's fate ; 

Nor, like its elder fifters, die a fooL 3-: 

Shall it evaporate in fume ? fly off 

Fuliginous, and (lain us deeper ftill ? 

Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 

More wretched for the clemencies of heaven ? 

Where fhalll find Him? Angels I tell me where. 32 
You kno^i him : He is near you : Point him out : 
Shall I (ee glories beaming from his brow ? 
'Or trace his footfteps by the rifmg flowers ? 
Your golden wings, tiotv hovering o'er him, fhcd 
Prote6lion; now, are waving in applaufe 33^ 

To that bleft fon of forefight ! lord of fate I 
That awful independent on To-73iorro<w I 
Whofe ivopM is done $ who triumphs in the Paft-^ 
Whofe Yefterdays look backwards with a fmile j 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly; 33^ 
That common, but opprobrious lot ! paft hours. 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight. 
If folly bounds our profpeft by the grave, 
All feeling of futurity benumb'd 5 
All god-like paflion for eternals quencht \ 340 

All relifli of realities expired ; 
J^nounc'd all correfpondence with the flcies ; 
Our freedom chained } quite winglefs our deiire; «» 

4- In 
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In fcnfc dark-priibn''d all that ought to loir ; 

Prone to the centre ; crawlicg in the diix ; 54.^ 

Bifmounted crciy great and glorious aim 5 

Embruted every faculty diTine; 

Heart- buiy'd in the rubbifh of the world. 

The world, that grilph of icujs, immorta] fouls. 

Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 350 

To reach the distant ikies, and triumph there 

On thrones, which ftiall not mourn their mafters changed j 

Though we from Earth ; Ethereal j they that fell. 

Such veneration due, O man, to min. 

Who venerate themfelves, the world defpi/e. 355 

For what, gay friend ! is this efcutche^rCd world. 

Which hangs out Death in one eternal night; 

A night, that glooms us in the noon -tide ray. 

And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the fhroud ? 

Life's little ftage is a fmall eminence, 360 

Inch-high the grave above; that home of man. 

Where dwells the multitude : We gaze around; 

We r.-ad their monuments ; we figh ; and while 

We figh, we fink ; and are wb^t we deplor'd ; 

Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! 365 

Is death at diftance ? No : He has been on thee. 
And given fure earneft of his final blow. 
Thofe hours that lately fmil'd, where are they now ? 
Pallid to thought, and ghaftiy ! drownM, all drown'd 
In that great deep, which nothing difembogues ! 370 
And, dying, they bequeathed thee fmall renown. 
The reft are on the wing : How fleet their flight ! 
Already has the fatal train took fire ; 

A mo- 
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A moment, and the world *s blown up to tbee\ 

The ill n is darknefs, and the ftars are duft. 375 

'Tis greatly wife to talk with our paft hours ; 
And afk them, what report they bore to heaven ; 
And how they might have borne more welcome news. 
Their anfwers form what men Experience call 5 
If WifdoftCs friend, her beft ; if not, worft foe. 380 
O reconcile them 1 Kind Experience cries, 
<* There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs j 
*** The more our joy, the more we know it vain j 
"" And by fuccefs are tutor'd to defpair." 
Nor h it only thus, but muft be fo. 385 

Who knows not this, though grey, is ftill a child. 
Loofe then from eaith the grafp of fond defire, 
Wei^h anchor, and fome happier clime explore. 

Art thou fo moor'd thou canft not difcngage. 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future fcenes ? 39* 

Since, by Life's pafling breath, blown up from earth. 
Light, as the fummer's duft, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again j 
Join .the dull mafs, increafe the trodden foil. 
And flecp, till earth herfelf (hall be no more; 3.91 

Since then (as emmets, their fmall world overthrown) 
We, fore amaz'd, from out earth's. ruins crawl, 
And rife to fate extreme of foul or fair. 
As man's own choice (controuler of the ikies I) 
As man's defpotic.will, perhaps o/i^hour, 409 

(O how onmipotent is time !) decrees 5 
Should not each ^warning give a ftrong alarm? 
Warning, far lefs than -that of boibm torn 

From 
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From bofoniy bkeding o'er the fau:red dead 1 
Sh^id not each dial ftrike us as we pafsy 405 

Portentous, as the <writUn iv^iii, which (b'uck, 
0>r midnight bowls, the proud Aflyrian pale. 
Ere- while htgh-fiu(ht with isfolence and wine f 
Like that, the dial fpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lofenzo ! loth to break thy banquet up : 410 

*< O man, thy kii^dom is departing from thee; 
" And, while it lads, is emptier than my (hade/^ 
Its iilent language fuch s nor need^ft thou call 
Thy Magi, to decypher what it means. 
KikDw, like ^e Median, fate is in thy walls : 41^ 
Doft aik, Ho-wF IFbwct? Belfhaziar-like,- amai'd ? 
Man's make inclo&s the fure feeds of death | 
Life feeds the mui'derer : Jngrate i he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurfe devours* 

But here, Lorenso, the delufion lies ; 429 

ThsXfolArJbadoiUj as it meafures life. 
It life refemhlos too : life fpeeds away 
From point to point, though feeming to fland ftilL 
The cunning fugitive is fwift by ftealth : 
Tdo fiibtle is the movement to be feen 5 415 

Yet foon roan's hour is up, and we ai-c gone. 
Warnings point out our danger j Gnomons, time : 
As tbefe are ufelefs when the fun is fet : 
So thofe^ but when more glorious Reafon fliines. 
^fon (hould judge in all j in reafon's eye, 430 

That ifidmtary ftiadow travels hard. 
But fucb our gravitation to the wrong, 
So prone our hearts* to yhifper what we wiih, 

VQjt. U. D *Tis 
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•Tis later with the wife than he's aware: 

A Wilmington goes flower than the fun : 4 

And all mankind miftake their time of day $ 

£y'n age itfelf. Frefli hopes are hourly fown 

In furrowM brows. To gentle life's defcent 

We fliTit our eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter, for the fpring ; 

And turn our bleffings into bane. Since oft 

Man muft compute that age he cznnotfeelf 

He fcarce believes he 's older for hift years. 

Thus, at life's lateft eve, we keep in ftorc 

One difappointment fure, to crown the reft j 4 

The difappointment of a promis'd hour. 

On Tbisy orfimilar. Philander ! thou 
Whofe mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue ; 
And ftrong, to wield all fcience, worth the name j 
How often we talk'd down the fummer's fun, a 

And cool'd our pailions by the ^ezy ftream ! 
How often thaw'd and fliorten'd winter's eve, 
By coni)i£^ kind, that ftruck out latent truth, 
Beft found, fo fought ; to the Redufe more coy 1 
Thoughts difentangle paffing o'er the lip ; i 

Clean runs the thread $ if not, *tis thrown away. 
Or kept to tie up nonfcnfe for a fong ; 
Song, faihionably fruitlefs ; fuch as ftains 
The Fantyj and unhallow'd Pajpon fires j 
Chiming her faints to Cytherea's fane. i 

Know'ft thou, Xx»renzo 1 what a friend contains } 
As bees mixt Nt^ar draw firom fragrant flowers. 
So men from Friendfiiip^ Wtfdnm and Delight \ 
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Twin« ty'd by nature, if they part, they die* 
Haft thou no friend to fet thy mind abroach ? 4.6$ 

Qjod Senfe will ftagnate. Thoughts (hut up want air. 
And fpoil, like bales unopenM to the iun. 
Had thought been all, fweet fpeech had been deny'd| 
Speech, thought's canal 1 fpeech, thought's criterion too ! 
Thought in the mine, may comeibrth gold, or drofs \ 470 
Wfa«n coin'd in word, we know its real worth* 
If fterling, ftore it for thy future ufe; 
'Twill buy thee benefit ; perhaps, renown. 
Thought, too, delivered, is the more pofleft.; , 
Teaching, we learn; and, giving, we retain .475 

The births of intellect ; when dumb, forgot* 
Speech ventilates our intellectual fire $ 
Speech bumifhes our mental magazine ; 
Brightens, for ornament j and whets, for ufe. 
What numbers, fheathM in erudition, lie, 4S0 

Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
And rufted in ; who might have borne an edge. 
And play'd a fprightly beam, if born to fpeech 5 
If bom blefb' heirs of half their mother's tongue ! 
'Tis thought's exchange, which, like th* alternate 
pufli 4.8, 

Of waves conflifting, breaks the learned fcum. 
And defecates the ftudent's ftanding pool. 
In Contemplation is his proud refource ? 
'Tis poor, as proud, by Corwerfe unfuftain'd. 
Rude thought nms wild in Contemplation's field 5 490 
Con^verfe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due reftraint 5 and emulation's fpur 

D 2 Gives 
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CJives graceful energy, by rivals aw^d* 
^Tis converfe qualifies for folitude j 
As.excrcife, for falutary reft. d) 

By that untutorM, Contemplation raress 
And Nature's fool, by Wtfdtm is undone. 
' Wifdontt though richer than Perurian mines» 
And Tweeter than the fweet ambroflal hive. 
What is dke, bat the naeans of Happinefs ? 5 

nat unobtain'd, than folly more a fool \ 
A melancholy fool, without her bells. 
Friendjbipy the means of wifdom, richly gives 
Th<; precious end, which makes our wifdom wife. 
Nature f iq zeal for haman anaity, 54 

Denies, or damps, an undivided joy. 
Joy is an import ; joy is an exchange ; ^ 

Joy flies n^oaopolifts : it calls for l^<wo i 
Rich fruit 1 heaven-planted ( never pluckt by Onim 
Needful an^ciliars are our friends, to give 51 

To focial man true reliih of himielf. 
Full on ourfelves, defcending in a line, 
Pleafure^s bright beam is feeble in delights 
Pelight intenfe is taken by rebound | 
Beverbprated pleafures fire the breaft. 5: 

Celeftial HappinefSf whene'er fhe ftoops 
To vifit earth, one fhrine the goddefs finds* 
And one alone, to make her fweet amends 
For abfent heaven— 'the boibra of a friend $ 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft» 5a 

Each other's pillow to repofe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit \ in Pafion'^ flame 

5 H«ar 



THE COMPLAINT, Night II. ^7 

Heaits melt, but melt like ice, foon harder froze. 

True love ftrikes root in Reafon ; paiiion's foe : 

Firtue alone entcnders us for life : 57.5 

I wrong her much — entenders us for ever : 

Of Friend/hip's faireft fruits, the fruit moft fair 

Is Virtue kindling at a rival fire. 

And, emuloujly, rapid in her race, 

O the fcft enmity ! endeaiing ftiifc ! 530 

This carries friendihip to her noon-tide point. 

And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From Friendjbipy which outlives my former themes. 
Glorious furvivor of old Time and Death I 
From Friendfhip, thus, that flower of heavenly feed ; 535 
The wife ex4ra6l earth's moft Hyblean bliCs, 
Superior wifdcm, crown'd with fmiling joy. 

But for whom bloffoms thisElyfian/'c/fxvr? 
Abroad They find, who cheriih it at Home* 
Lorenzo ! pardon what my love extorts, 540 

An hone ft love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choice of follies faften on the Greaty 
None clings more obftinate than fancy fond 
That facred friend/hip is their eafy prey j 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 545 

Or fascination of a high-born fmile. 
Their fmiles, the Great, and tlie Coquet, throw out 
For Others hearts, tenacious of their Own ; 
And we no lefs of ours, \s\itnfuch the bait. 
Ye fortune's cofferers I Ye powers of wealth ! 550 
Can gold gain friendfhip ? Impudence of hope ! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 

D 3 Love, 
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Love, and Love only^ Is the loan for love, 
Lorenzo I pride reprefs ; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in Thee. 
All like the purchafe 5 few the price will pay j 
And this makes friends flkh miracles below. 

What if (fince daring on fo nice a theme) 
I ftiew thee friendfliip Delicate, as Dear, 
Of tender violations apt to clie ? 
Referee will wound it ; and Dtftruftf deftroy. 
Deliberate in all things with thy friend. 
But iince friends grow not thick on every bough. 
Nor every friend unrotten at the core \ 
Firft, on thy friend, deliberate with Thyfelf 5 
Paufe, ponder, fift ; not Eager in the choice. 
Nor Jealous of the chofen ; Fixing, Fix ; 
' Judge before friendfhip, then confide till death. 
Well, for thy friend ; but nobler far for Thee j 
How gallant danger for earth's highefl prize 1 i 

A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
** Poor is the friendlefs mafler of a world : 
*• A world in purchafe for a friend is gain.'* 

So fung He (angels hear that angel fing 1 
' Angels from friendfhip gather half their joy) j 

So fung Philander, as his friend went roimd 
In the rich icboKi in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow folute, and ever-laughing eye. 
He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend ; 5 
His friend, who warm'd him more, who more infpir'c 
Frieadjbip 's the wine of lifej but friendfhip ne^ 

(N 
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(Not fuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 

! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth. 
And elevating fpirit, of a friend, 5S5 
For twenty fumraers ripening by my fide ; 

All feculence of falfehood long thrown down 5 

All focial virtues rifing in his (bul ; 

As cryflal clear j and fmiling as they rife t 

Here Nedlar flows \ it fparkles in our fight ; 590 

Rich to the tafte, and genuine from the heart / 

High-flavourM blifs for gods 1 on earth how rare t 

On earth how loji! — ^Philander is no more. 

Think'ft thou the theme intoxicates ray fong ? 
Am I too warm ?— Too warm I cannot be. 595 

1 lov'd him much; but now I love him more. 
Like birds, whofe beauties languiih, half-conceal'd. 
Till, mounted on the wing, their glofly plumes 
Expanded fhine with azure, green, and gold j 

How bleflings brighten as they take their flight I 600 

His flight Philander took ; his upward flight, 

If ever foul afcended. Had he dropt, 

(That eagle genius !) O had he let fall 

One feather as he flew j I, then, had wrote, 

What friends might flatter ; prudent foes forbear ; 605 

Rivals fcarce damn ; and Zoilus reprieve. 

Yet what I can, I muft \ it were profane 

To quench a glory lighted at the (kies. 

And caft in fliadows his illuftrious clofe. 

Strange ! the theme moft affefting, raoft fubllme, 610 

Momentous mpft to man, Ihould fleep unfung ! 

And yet it flceps, by genius unawak'd, 

D 4 PiiiuiM 
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Patnim or Chrifiian 5 to the blufli of wit. 
Man's highcft triumph ! man's profoundeft fall ! 
The Death-bed of the juft ! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand \ it merits a Divine : 
Angels fliould paint it, angels ever Tbere\ 
There, on a poft of honour, and of joy. 

Dare I prefume, then ? but Philander bids ; 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls-— i 

Yet am I ftruck ; as ftnick the foul, beneath 
Aerial Groves impenetiatable gloom j 
Or, in fome mighty Ruin's folemn (hade ; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born Duftj 
In vaults J thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings j 6 
Or, at the midnight Altar's hallowed flame. 
Js it religion to proceed ? I paufe— 
And enter, awM, the temple of my theme. 
Is it his death-bed ? No : it is his fhrine : 
Behold him, there, juft riiing to a god. 6 

The chamber where the good man meets his fate. 
Is privileged beyond the comroou walk 
Of 'virtuous life, quite in the verge of heaven. 
Fly, ye profane ! If not, dmw near with awe, 
Receive the bleffing, and adore the chance, 63 

That threw in rfus Bethefda your difeafe j 
If unreftor'd by This, defpair your cure. 
For, Here, reiiftlefs demonftration dwells { 
A death-bed 's a deteftor of tlx heart. 
Here tir'd diffimulation drops her mafque, Cj^{ 

Through life's grimace, that miftrefs of the fccne ! 
Here Real> and Apparent, are the Same. 

Yoi 
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You fee the Man ; you fee his hold on heaven f 

If found his virtue ; as Philander' s, found. 

Heaven waits not the laft moment j owns her friends 645 

On this (ide death $ and points them out to men« 

A lefture, filent, but of fovereign power I 

To vice, confulion j and to virtue, peace. 

Whatever farce the boaftful hero plays, 
ITirtue alone has majefty in death j 65» 

And greater ftill, the more the t^-rant frowns. 
Philander ! he feverely frown'd on thee. 
** No warning given ! Unceremonious fate ! 
** A fudden nilh from life's meridian joy ! 
** A wrench from all we k'ue I from all we are ! 655 
** A reftlefs bed of pain ! a plunge opaque 
" Beyond conjefture I feeble Nature's dread '. 
" Strong ReafotCs fliudder at the dark unknown I 
" A fun extinguiflit ! a juft-opening grave ! 
" And Oh ! the laft, laft, what ? (can words exprefs ? 6^ 
" Thought reach it ?) the laft— .S/7^»r^ of a friend I" 
Where are thofe horrors, tltat amazement, where. 
This hideous group of ills, which /«f/y ftiock, 
Demand from man ?— I thought him man till ntnv. 6^4^ 

Through nature's wreck, through vanquiflit agonies,. 
(Like the ftars ftruggling through this midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ! what more than human peace I 
Where, the frail mortal ? the poor abjeft worm ? 
No, not in death, the Mortal to be found. 
His condu£l is a legacy for All. 670 

Richer than Mammon's for his (Ingle heir. 
His comforters he comforts \ Great in ruin, 

Witk 
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With unreluftant grandeur, gi'ves^ not ykkU 
His foul fublime ; and clofes with his fate. ! 

How our hearts burnt within us at the fcene ! 675 
Whence this brave bound o'«r limits fixt to man ? 
His God fudains him in his final hour ! 
His final hour brings glory to his God ! 
Man's glory heaven vouchfafes to call her own. 
We gaze, we weep ; mixt tears of grief and joy I 680 
Amazement (hikes 1 devotion burfts to flame I 
Cbriftians Adore I and Infidels Believe. 

As fome tall tower, or lofty mountain's brow. 
Detains the fun, Illuftrious from its height ; 
While riiing vapours, and defcending (hades, 685 

With damps, and darknefs, drown the fpacious vale j 
Undampt by doubt, undarken'd'by del'pair. 
Philander, thus, augufHy rears his head. 
At that black hour, which general horror flieds 
'On the low level of th' inglorious throng : 690 

Sweet Peaciy and heavenly HopCf and humble Joy^ 
Divinely beam on his exalted foul 5 
Deflruftion gild, and crown him for the Ikies, 
With incommunicable lufb-e, bright. 
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NIGHT THE THIRD. 
N ARCISSA. 

T O 
HER GRACE THE DUCHESS OF PORTLAND. 

*• Ignofcenda quldein, fcirent fi ignofcere manes/* 

VIRO, 

FROM DreamSf where thought in fancy's roaz« 
runs mad. 
To Reaforty that heaven-lighted lamp in man. 
Once more I wake; and at the deilinM hour, 
Punftual as lovers to the moment fworn, 
] keep my ailignation with my woe. 5 

O ! loft to virtue, loft to manly thought. 
Loft to the noble Tallies of the foul ! 
Who think it folitude, to be Alone. 
Communion fweet ! communion large and high ! 
Our Reafon, Guardian Angela and our God! x6 

Then nearcft Thcfe, when Others moft remote 5 
And All, ere long, fhall be remote, but Thefe. 
How dreadful, Ihetif to meet them all alone, 
A ftranger ! unacknowledged ! unapprov'd I 
Honv woo them ; wed them ; bind them to thy brcaft j 1 5 
To win thy wifti, creation has no more. 

Or 
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Or if we wilh 2i fourth^ it is a Friend — 

But friends, how mortal, dangerous the defire ! 

Take Phcebus to yourfelves, ye balking bards 1 
Inebriate at fair fortune's fountain-head ; 
And reeling through the wildernefs of joy; 
Where Senfs runs favage, broke from KeafinCs chain 
And fings falfe peace, till fmotherM by the pall. 
My fortune is unlike ; unlike my fong; 
Unlike the deity my fong invokes. a 

I to Diyi's foft-ey'd filler pay my court, 
(Endymion's rival !) and her aid implore j 
Now firft implored in fuccour to the Mufe» 

Thou, who didft lately borrow * Cynthia's form, 
And modeftly forego thine Own ! O Thou, 3 

Who didft thyfelf, at midnight houi*s, infpire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia patroncfs of fong ? 
As thou her crefcent, Ihe thy character 
Affumesi ftill more a goddefs by tlie change, 
j^ Are there demurring wits, who dar&^difpute 3 

This revolution in the world infpird? 
Ye train Pierian ! to the Lunar fphere. 
In filent houry addrefs your ardent cail 
For aid immortal ; lefs her brother's right, 
fihe, with the fpheres harmonious, nightly leads 40 
The mazy dance, and hears their raatchlefs fti'ain, 
A ftrain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 
Tranfmit it heard, thou filver queen of heaven!' 
What »title, or what name, endears thee moll ? 
Cynthia ! Cyllene I Phoebe !— or doft hear 45 

With 
• At the duke of Norfolk's mafquerade. 
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With higher guft, fair Portland of the fkics I 

Is that the foft inchantment calls thee down. 

More powerful than of old Circean charm? 

Come ; but from heavenly banquets with thee bring 

The foul of fong, and whifper in my ear 5« 

The theft ditrine j -or in propitious ducams 

(For dreams are Thine) transfufe it through the breaft 

^f thy firft votary— But not thy laft i 

If, like thy Mamejake^ thou art ever kind. 

4^nd kind thou wilt be; kind on fuch a theme; 55 
A theme fo like thee, a quite lunar theme. 
Soft, modeft, melancholy, female, fair! 
A theme that rofe all pale, and told my foul, 
^Tviras Night i on her fond hopes peipetual night ; 
A night which ftruck. a damp, a deadlier damp, 6ol 
Than that which fmote me from Philander's tomb. 
Narcifla follows, ere his tomb is clos'd* 
Woes clufterj rare txtfolitaty woes; 
They love a train, they tread each other's heel ; 
Her death invades bis mournful right, smd claims (^ 
The grief that ftarted from my lids f«r Him.: 
Seizes the faithleis, alienated tear, 
Or ihares it, ere it falls. So frequent death. 
Sorrow he more than caufes,* he confounds $ 
For human fighs his rival ftroke« contend, 7# 

And make diftrefs, diftra^ioa. Oh Philander 1 
What was thy fate ? A double fate to me ; 
Portent, and pain I a menace, and a blow ! 
Like the black raven hovering o'er my peace. 
Not Icfs a bird of omen, than of prey. 75 

It 
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Far lovelier ! pity fwells the tide of love. 

And will not the fevere excufe a figh i 

Scorn the proud man that is aiham'd to weepj 

Our tears indulged indeed deferve our fhame. 

Ye that e^er loft an angel ! pity me. 1x0 

Soon as the luftre languiiht in her eye. 
Dawning a dimmer day on human figlft ; 
And on her cheek, the refidence of fpring. 
Pale omen fat ; and fcatter'd fears around 
On all that faw (and who would ceafe to gaze, 1x5 
That once had feen?) with hade, parental hafte, 
I flew, I fnatch'd her from the rigid north. 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, > 

And bore her nearer to the fun j the fun 
(As if the fun could envy) checkt his beam, jto 

Deny'd his wonted fuccour; nor with more 
£.egret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies; faireft lilies, not fo fair! 

Queen lilies 1 and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrofial lives ; xi^ 
In mom and evening dew, your beauties bathe. 
And drink the fun ; which gives your cheeks to glow« 
And out-bluHi (mine excepted) every fair; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, . 
Which often cropt your odours, incenfe meet J30 

To thought fo pure ! Ye lovely fugitives 4 
<Coeval race with man I for man you fmile ; 
Why not fmile at him too ? You (hare indeed 
His fuddcD pais ; >but not his conftant pain. 

Se 



PREFACE. 

AS the occafion of this Poem was real, not fiBi- 
tiousi Co the method purfued in it, was rather 
impofedy by what fpontaneoufly asofe in the author^* 
mind on that occafion, than meditated or defigned. 
Which will appear very probable from the nature of it. 
For it differs from the common mode of Poetry, which 
is, from long narrations to draw ihort nK>rals. Here, 
on the contrary, the narrative is ihort, and the mora- 
lity arifing from it makes the bulk of the Poem. The 
reafon of it is, That the fa£ls mentioned did naturally 
pour thefe moral reile^lions on the thought of the 
writer. 
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Their fighs incensM ; fighs foreign to the will I 

Their will the tiger fuck'dy outraged the ftorm. 

For, oh 1 the curft ungodlinefs of zeal 1 169 

yfMAtfinfulfleJh relented, fp'trit nurd 

In blind infambUitfs embrace, 

'Y\kt fainted fpirit petrify 'd t^M. breaft; 

Dcny'd the charity of duft, to fpread . 

0«r duft \ a charity their dogs enjoy, \^9 

What could I do ? What fuccour ? What refource ? 

With pious facrilege, a grave I ftolej 

With impious piety, that grave I wrong'd j 

Short in my duty j coward in my grief I 

More like her murderer, than friend, I crept, 175 

With foft-fufpended ftep, and muffled deep 

In midnight darknefs, ivbifper'd my laft figh. 

I ivhifper'd what ihould echo through their realms j 

Nor writ her name, whofe tomb fhould pierce the (kies. 

Prefumptuous fear ! How durft I dread hep foes, 180 

While nature's loudeA di6Vates I obey'd ? 

Pardon neceflity, bleft ihadc ! Of grief 

And indignation rival burits I pourM ; 

Half execration mingled with my prayer 5 

Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd ; iS| 

5ore grudgd the favage land her facred duftj 

Stampt the curft foil ; and with humanity 

(Denied Narciflk) wllh'd them all a grave. 

Glows my refentment into guilt ? What guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 190 

The dead how facred ! Sacred is the duft 
Of this heaven- lubourd form, cre6l, divine t 
Vol. II. E This 
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This heAwn-aflVim*d majeftic robe of enafth^ 
• He deign''d to wear, wlro hung the vaft eacpanfe 
With azure bright, and €k»ath*<l the fun In gold. 
When every paffion fleeps that can offend i 
When ftrikes us every motive that can melt $ 
When man can wreak liis rancour imrtf/v/rv/V, 
That itrongeft curb on infiilt and ill-will 5 
Then, fpleen to duji f the duft of innocence ? 
An angel's duft ?— This Lucifer tranfccnds ; 
When he contended for the patrtarch''s bones, 
*Twa8 not the ftrife of maUce, but of pride ; 
The ftrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 
For lefs than This is fhocking in a race 
Moft ^wretched, but from ftreams of mutual love | 
And uncreated^ but for love divme ; 
And, but for love divine, this moment, lofl^ 
By fate relbrb'd, and funk in endlefs ni^ht» 
Man hard of heart to man I Of horrid things 3 

Moft horrid I 'Mid ftupendous, highly ftrange ! 
Yet oft his courtefies are fmoother wrongs j 
Pride brandiOies the favours He confers. 
And contumelious his humanity : 
What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye ftars ! 2 
And thou, pale moon ! turn paler at the found j 
Man is to man the foreft, fu^eft ill, 
A previous blaft foretels the rifing ftorm ; 
O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall j 
Volcanos bellow ere they difembogue j ± 

Earth trembles ere her yawnmg jaws devour j 
And fmoke betrays the wide-coniuming lire ; 
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Ruin from man h moft oonceaiM when neaur* 

And (ends the dfcadM -tidings in the Uonr. 

If this the flight of fancy f Would it wefel %%% 

Heaven^s Soirereign (ases all beings* hm kim£d£. 

That hideous iight, 1 jutked human heart. 

FirM is the Mufe ? And let the Mufe be firM : 
Who not iaflani'd, vdien what be fpeaks, he feels. 
And in the nenrc moft tet^^, in his friends ? a 30 
Shame to nuudund * Philander had bia foes s 
He felt the trudis I iing, 9lid I in Him. 
But He, aor I, feel moie : paft tUs, Narciifii ! 
Are funk in Thee, thou repeat .woiyid of heart i 
Which bleeds with other c^u-ess, with other pangs ; £35 
fangs iMunennis> as the auumerous ills that fwarvTd 
0*er thy dillinguiih'd fate, and, chiilering There 
Thick a^ the locuiis on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and more dazk the grave. 
|U#e6^ Qi not forgot my touching .tale) 240 

How was each circwailance with afplcs armM ^ 
An aip^ £a«h! and All, an Hydra woe : 
What ibroiig Hercmleaii viitue could fufiice ? 
Or is it viitue to be c^nquer'd Here ? 
This hoary cheek a train of te^s Ipedews ; 245 

And each tear mourns its aw;i diftiu^ dlib*ers4 
And each diftrefe, diftinfUy mouirn'd, demands 
Of grief dill more, as hcighten'd by the whole. 
A grief like this proprieUirs excludes i 
1^ friends alone fvch ohfi^uies deplore ; 259 

They laake Mankind the mourner ; cany iighs 
Far as the fatal Fame cim w^ig her way j 

E a AnA 



5» YOUNG'S POEMS. 

And turn the gayeft thought of gayeft age, 
Down their right channel, through the vale of death. 

The vale of death ! that huitCd Cimmenan vale, 2 
Where darknefs, brooding o'er unfinifli'd fates. 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day !) that intevdi^ls all future change ! 
That fubteiranean world, that land of ruin I 
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for prou^ human thought! 2 
There let my thought expatiate, and explore 
Balfamic truths, and healing ientinients. 
Of all moft wanted, and moft welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for thy own. 
My foul ! " The fruits of dying friends ftirvey ; a 
«< Expofe the Ofain of life j weigh life and death 5 
«* Give death his eulogy 5 thy fear fubdue ; 
" And labour that fir ft palm of noble minds, 
*« A manly fcom of terror from the tomb." 

This harveft reap from thy Narciffa's grave, 2 

As poets feign'd from Ajax' ftreaming blood 
Arofe, with grief infcrib'd, a mournful flower ; 
Let wifdom blolTom from my mortal wound. 
Andfirjiy of dying friends j what fruit from thefe ? 
It brings us more than tiiple aid ; an aid 2 

To chafe our thoughtlejhefs, fear, pride, and guilt. 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud. 
To damp our brainlefs ardors i and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wife. 
Our dying fiiends are pioneers, to fmooth t\ 

Our rugged pafs to death 5 to break thofe bars 
Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 

Crc 
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Crofs our obftniAcd way i and, thus to make 

Welcome f ^fafe^ our port from eveiy ftorm. 

Each friend by fate fnatch^d from us, is a plume iS5 

PluckM from the wing of human yanity. 

Which makes us ftoop froip our aerial heights. 

And, dampt with omen of our own deceafe. 

On drooping pinions of ambition lowerM, 

Juft (kim earth's furface, ere we break it up» 290 

O'er putrid earth to fcratch a little duft. 

And fave the world a nuifance. Smitten friends 

Are angels fent on errands full of love \ 

For us they languifh, and for us they die : 

And ihall they languiih, iliall they die, in vain ? 295 

Ungrateful, ihall we grieve their hovering (hades. 

Which wait the rtvolution in our hearts ? 

Shall we difdain their fdent, foft addrefs \ 

Their pofthumous advice, and pious prayer ? 

Senfelefs, as herds that graze their hallowM graves, 300 

Tread under-foot their agonies and groans \ 

Fniftrate their anguiih, and deftroy their deaths ? 

Lorenzo ! no \ the thought of death indulge \ 
Give it its wholeforoe empire ! let it reign, 
That kind chailifer of thy foul in joy ! 305 

Its reign will fpread thy glorious conquefls far. 
And ftill the tumults of thy ruined breaft : 
Aufpicious aera l golden days, begin I 
The thought of death ihall, like a god, rnfpire. 
And why not think on death ? Is life the theme 310 
Of every thought ? and wiih of every hour ? 
And fong cf every joy t Surpriflrg truth I 

E 3 The 
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^he beaten fpaniel^ fondneft liAt (6 ftran^. 
To wave the mimermis iOj that feixe on life 
A« their own property, their lawfvl prey $ 
£re man has meafiir'd half his weary ftage. 
His luxuries have left him no rcfcrve, 
No maiden reliflies, nnbroachM delights \ 
On cold ferv'd repetitions he fubfifts, 
And in the taftclefs prefent chews the paft \ 
Difgufted chews, and fcarce can fwallow down. 
Lik-e lavifh anceftors, his earlier years 
Have difmherited his future honrs, 
Which ftarvfe ott orts, and glean their former field, 

live ever here, Lorenzo ! — ^(hocking tliought f ^ 
So (hocking, they who wifh, difown it too ; 
Difown from fhame, what they from folly crave. 
Live ever in the womb, nor fee the light ? 
For what live ever here ? — ^With labouring ftcp 
To tread o\ir former footlVeps ? Face the round 3 
Eternal ? To climb life's worn, fieaty wheel. 
Which draws up nothing new.? To beat, and beat 
The beaten track ? To bid each wretched day 
The former mock > To furfeit on theyZrwr, 
And yawn our joys ? Or thank a mrfcry 3; 

Forcha-nge, though fad ? To f^ewhat we havefeen ? 
Hear, till unheard, the fame oM flabbcrM tale ? 
To tafte the tafted, and at each retdrn 
Lefs tafteful ? O'er our palates to decant 
Another vintage ? Strain a flatter year, 54 

Through loaded vefftk, and a fexer tone ? 
Crazy machines to grind carta's waited fruits f 

Ill-grounci 
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IH-groiindy and warie c«iKo6tBd l Load, aot life \ 
The ratwiol fovl kennels of excefs t 
StiU-ftrtaniing thorough- fares of dull debauch ! 345 
Trembling each gulp, led death /houldihfitch the bowl. 

Such of ouvJitte'$nes is the wiih refin'd I 
So would thejr hare it i elegant deiire I 
Why not invite the belloviFiiig Halls, and wilds? 
Sut fucb examples might their riot awe. 35a 

Through want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 
(Though on hrigit ibnigbt they fatsher all their flights) 
To what are they reduced ? To love, and hate. 
The fame vain world ; to confure, and efponfe. 
This painted fhr^w of life, who calls them fool 355 
Each moment of each day \ to flatter bad 
Through dread of worfe i to cling to this rude rock. 
Barren, to tht»f of good, and /harp with ills. 
And hourly blacken^ with impending ftorms, 
Asd infamous for wrecks of human hop»— 360 

Scar'd at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs ! fuch their pangs of joy I 

Tis time, high time, to fliift this difmal fcene. 
This bugg^df this hiddous flats, what art can cure } 
One only $ hut that one, ithat all may reach | 365 

Virtue«-*flie, wonder-working goddefs ! charms 
That rock to bloomy and tames the famUdfljreFW\ 
And, What will more furprize, Lorenzo! gives 
To lifers fick, naufeovs iuratmiy change \ 
And ftraightens nature^s circle to a line. 370 

Believ*ft thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear, 
A patient ear, thou *lt blulh to difbelieve. 

E 4 A languid. 
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A langttidy leaden> iteration reigns, 
And ever mutt, o^cr thofe, whofe joys are joya 
Of fight, fmell, tatte : the cuckow-fes^fons fmg 
The fame dull note to fuch as nothing prire. 
But what thofe feafons, from the teeming earth. 
To doating y^Tff/? indulge. But nobler minds. 
Which reliih fruits unripenM by theyirji, 
Make their days various ; vax^ous as the dyes 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in bis ray». 
On minds of dove-like innocence pofleft. 
On lightened minds, that baik in virtue^s beams. 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing oU revolves 
In that, for which they long j for which they live. ^ 
Their glorious efforts, wingM with heavenly hope. 
Each rifing morning fees ftill higher rifej 
Each bounteous dawn its novelty prefents 
To worth maturing, mtJi/ ftrength, luftre, famej 
While nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 3 

Rolling heHeatb their elevated aims. 
Makes their fair profpei^ fairer every hour \ 
Advancing virtue^ in a line to bUfs ; 
rirtuij which Chrittian motives beft infpire f 
And blifsy which Chriftian fchemes alone enfure I 3; 
And (hall we then, for virtue's fake, commence 
Apoftates ; and turn infidels for joy } 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truft, 
« He fins againft this life, who flights the mxt^ 
What is this life ? How few their favourite know! 4c 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 
By paflionately loving life, we make 

Lov' 
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Lov'd life unlovely ; hugging her to death. 

We give to Time Eteraity's regard j 

And, dreaming, take our paffage for onr port. 405 

Life has no value a$ an end, but means ; 

An end deplorable ! a means divine ! 

When 'tis our all, 'tis nothing 5 worl'e than nought 5 

A neft of pains : when held as nothing, much : 

Like fome fair humourifts, life is moft enjoy'd, 410 

When couited leaft j moft worth, when difefteem'd : 

Then 'tis the feat of comfort, rich in peace j 

In profpeft richer far j impoitant ! awful J 

Not to be mention'd, but with ftiouts of praife ! 

Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy ! 41 5 

The mighty bafis of eternal blifs J 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted Jbrrw T 

Where now, Lorenzo ! life's eternal rounds 

Have I not made my triple promife good ? 

Vain is the world; but only to the vain. 41 • 

To what compare we then this varying fcene, 

Whofe worth ambiguous rifes, and declines ? 

Waxes, and wanes.' (In all propitious. Night 

AiCfts me here) compare it to the moon 5 

Dark in herfelf, and indigent j but rich 425 

In horronjSd luftre from a higher fphere. 

When grofs guilt interpofes, labouring earth, 

O'crihadow'd, mourns a deep eclipfe of joy ; 

Her joys, at brighteft, pallid, to that font 

Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 430 

Nor is that glory diftant : Oh Lorenzo ! 

A good man, and an angel ! thcfc between 

How 
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In battle lopt away, with half their limbs. 

Beg bitter bread through realms their valour fav^d, 

If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom> 

tTant, and incurable difeafe^ (fell pair 1) 

-On hopelefs multitudes remorfelefs feize 255 

At once j and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaning hoj^itaU ejeft their dead ! 

What numbers groan for fad admiflion there ! 

What numbers, once \n fortune's lap high-fed, 

•Elicit the cold hand of charity I »$o 

To /hock us more, folicit it in vain ! 

Ye filken fons of pleafure I fmce in pains 

You rue more modifli vifits, vifit bere^ 

And breathe from your debauch : gwe, and reduce 

Surfeifs dominion o'er you : but fo great 265 

Your impudence, you blufh at what is right. 

Happy ! did forrow feize onfucb alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or *virtue favc $ 
Difeafe invades the chafteft temperance } 
And puni&ment^he guiltlefs ; and alarm, 270 

Through thickeft ftades, purfues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns ; 
And his guard, falling, cruihes him to death* 
Not bappineft itfelf makes good her name ; 
Our very wifhes give us not our wiih. 275 

How diftant oft the thing we doat on mod. 
From that for which we doat, felicity I 
The fmootbefl courfeof nature has its pains j 
And truejf friends, through error, wound our reft. 
Without misfortune, what calamities 1 280 

And 
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** Which deaib puts out, and daricens human race/* 

I giant, Lorenzo ! this indi^ment juft: 

The fage, peer> potentate, king, conqueror I 465 

Deatb humbles Xhtfti more baibarous life, the man. 

Life is the triumph of oui* mouldering- clay^ 

Deatbt of the fpirit infinite } divine ! 

Death has no dreadj but what frail life imparts ; 

Nor life true joy, but what kind death improves. 470 

No blifs has life to boaft, till death can give 

Far greater | life "% a debtor to the grave. 

Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 

Lorenzo ! blufli VLtfondaefs for a lifef 
Which fends celeftiai fouls ob errands vile, 475 

To c^r for the ttnSt \ and ferve at boards. 
Where every ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, jnftly claims our upper hand* 
Luxurious feaft ! a fouli a ibul immortal. 
In all the dainties of a brute bemir'd ! 48#- 

Lorenzo t bhiih at terror fur a death. 
Which gives thee to repofe in feftive bowers. 
Where ne£lars fparkie, angels miitifter. 
And more than angels ihare, and raiie, and crown. 
And eternize, the birth» bloom, burfts of blifs. 4X^5 
What need I more ? O deaths the palm is thine. 

Then welcome^ death I thy dreaded harbingers. 
Age, ^nd. ^feafii dileaiey though long my gueft j 
That plucks my nerves, tbofe tender ilrings of life; 
Which, pl«ck*d a little more, will toll the belli 490 
That calls my few friends to ray funeral i 
Wheit feeble nature dropsy perhaps, a tear. 

While 
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I know thou wouldft ; thy pride demands it froni me. 
Let thy pride pardoni what thy nature need^. 
The falutary cenfure of a friend. 
Thou hajfpy nxfreicb ! by blindnefs thou art bleft 5 
By dotage dandled to perpetual ftniles. 3*5 

Know, fmiler ! at thy peril art thbii plcSs'd ; 
Thy pleaiurc is the pfomift of thjr paiii. 
Mufiriune, like a creditor fevere, 
But rifes in demand for her delay j 
She makes a fcourge of paft pr6lj>erity, 320 

To fting thee more, and double thy diftrefi. 
Lorenzo, fortune makes her court to thee. 
Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren fings. 
Dear is thy welfare j think me not unkind 5 
I v^^ould not damp, but to fecure thy joys, 325 

Think not i^2Xfear is facred to the ilorm : 
Stand on thy guard againft tht /miles of fate. 
Is heaven tremendous in its frowns ? Molt fure ; 
And in its favours formidable too : 
Rs favours here are trials, not rewards 5 33© 

A call to duty, not difcharge from care ; 
And fhould alarm us, full as much as woes ; 
Awake us to their caafe and cmfequence ; 
And make us tremble, weighed with our defert \ 
A^^ nature^s tumult, and chaftife her joys, 335 

Left, while we clalp, we kill them 5 nay, invert 
To worfe thanjimple mifery, their charms, 
Re<vohed joys, like foes in civil war. 
Like bofom friendships to refentment four'd. 
With rage envenomed rife againft our peace. 34^ 

Beware 
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Yes, and from winds, .and waves, and central night, 
Though prifon'd there, ray duft too I reclaim, 
(To doft when drop proud nature*s proudeft fpheres) 52 5 
And live intire. Death is the crown of life : 
Were death deny*d, poor man would live in vain ; 
Were death deny'd, to live would not be life ; 
Were death deny'd, ev'n fools would wifli to die. 
Death wounds to cirre : we fall ; we rife $ we reign 1530 
Spring from our fetters ; faften in the (kies ; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our fight : 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loft. 
This king of terrors is the priftce of peace. 
When /hall I die to vanity, pain, death? 535 

When fliall I die /'—When (hall I live for ever ? 



KIGHT 
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By nature^s law^ what may be^ may be uota | 
There 's no prerogative in human hours. 
In hum|;^ hea^s what bolder thought can rife^ 
Than man's prefumption on to-morrow's dawn ? 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 3,75 

For numbers this is certain 5 the reverfe 
Is Aire to none ; and yet on this perhaps. 
This peradventurey infamous for lies. 
As on a rock of adamant, we build 
Our mountain hopes; fpin out eternal fchemes, 38* 
As we the fatal fifters could out-fpin. 
And, big with life's futurities, expire* 

Not ev'n Philander had befpoke his fhroud ; 
Nor had he caufe ; a warning was dgny'd ; 
How many fall as fudden, not as fafe ! ^g^ 

As fudden, though for years admonifh'd home. 
Of human ills, the lafl extreme beware. 
Beware, Lorenzo ! ^Jloiv fudden death* 
How dreadful that deliberate furprize I 
Be wife to-day ; 'tis madnefs to defers 390 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till wifdom is pufh'd out of life. 
Procraftination is the thief of time 5 
Year after year it fteals, till all are fled. 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 395 

The vaft concerns of an eternal fcene. 
If not fo frequent, would not This be ftrange? 
That 'tis fo frequent, I'bu is ftranger ftill. 

Of man's miraculous miftakes, this bears 
The palm, " That all men are about to live,'* 40* 

AU 
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But were dcodi frightfiily what has mge to fear } 
If prudent, age ibould meet the friendly foe. 
And Ihelter in hi% hofpitable gloom. i# 

I fcarce can meet a monument, but holds 
My younger J every date cries—" Come away.** 
And what recalls me } Look the world arouMd, 
And tell me what: the wi(eft cannot teil. 
Should any bom of womui give his thought S5 

Full range, on juft di/Uke^s unbounded field ; 
Of things, the vanity j of men, the flaws; 
Flaws in the befli the many, flaw all o>r; 
As leopards^ (potted, or, as Ethiops, dark ; 
Vivacious «tf \ gcod dying immature ; ^9 

(How immature, 'Maixrifla's marble tells !) 
And at his death bequeathing endkfs pain ; 
His heart, though bold, would ficken at the fight. 
And fpend kfelf in %hs, icxfwture Arcnes. 

But grant to life (and juft it is to grant 35 

To lucky life) feme perquifites cf Joy ; 
A time there is, when, Iflce a thrice-4<4d tale, 
Long-rified life of fwcet can yield no more. 
But from our comment on the comedy, 
Pleafing refkSkns on parts well fuftain*d, 40 

Or purposed emendations where we faiPd, 
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their exit, fouls are bid unrobe, 
Tois fortune back her tiniel, and her plume. 
And drop this maik of fieih behind the icene. 4.5 

With me, that time is come; my world is dead ; 
A new world rifcs, and mw maimers f oign : 

Foreign 
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Foreign comedians, afprucebandl arrive^ 

To pufh mc from the fcene, or hifs me there. 

What a pert race ftarts up 1 the Grangers gaze, i 

And I at them ; my neighbour is unknown ; 

Nor that the worft : Ah me ! the dire effedl 

Of loitering here> of death defrauded long ; 

Of old fo gracious (and let that fuifice)^ 

My very mafter knows me not.— 5 

Shall I dare fay, peculiar is the fate } 
I Ve been fo long rememberM, I 'm forgot. 
An objefl ever prefling dims the ilght, 
And hides behind its ardour to be feen. 
When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint, 6 

They drink it as the ne6lar of the great; 
Andfqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow 
Rrfufat! canft thou wear a fmoother form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme : 
Who cheapens life, abates the Fear of Death : 6 

Twice told the period fpent on ftubborn Troy, 
Court favour, yet untaken, I beliege; 
Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich. 
Alas ! ambition makes my little lefs ( 
Embittering the poffeft: Why wifh for more? 7c 

Wijbingt of all employments, is the worft 5 
Philofophy's reverfe j and health's decay I 
Were I as plump as ftall'd theology, 
Wijhing would wafte me. to this fliade again« 
Were I as wealthy as a South-Sea dream, 75 

Wijbing is an expedient to be poor. 
IViJhingf that condojit be^ic of a fool j 
• • Caujjht 
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Caught at a court 5 purg'd oflF by purer air. 
And fimpler diet ; gifts of rural life! 

Bleft be that hand divine, which gently laid So 

My heart at rcSt, beneath this humble ihed. 
The world 's a (lately bark, on dangerous fcas. 
With pleafure feen, but boarded at our peril ; 
Here, on a fingle plank, thrown fafe afhore> 
I hear the tumult of the diftant throng, S j 

As that of feas remote, or dying ftomis : 
And meditate on fcenes, more filent itill ; 
PurAie my theme, and fight the Fear of Demtb* 
Here, like a ihepherd gating from his hut. 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his ftaff, 99 

Eager ambition's fiery chace X fee; 
I fee the circling hunt, of noify men, 
Burft law's inclofure, leap the mounds of right, 
Purfuing, and purfued, each other's prey ; 
As wolves, for rapine ; as the fox, for wiles j 95 

Till Death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 
What though we wade in wealth, or f6ar in fame ? 
Earth's higheft flation ends in, '* Here he lies," 
And '< duft to duft'* concludes her noblefl fong. loo 
If this fong lives, poflerity ihall know 
One, though in Britain born, with courtiers bred. 
Who thought ev'n gold might come a day too late j 
Nor on his fubtle death -bed planned his fcheme 
For future vacancies in church or ftate j 105 

Some avocation deeming it — to die. 

Vol. II. F Unbit 
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. Unbit by rage canine of dying rich ; 

' Guilt's blunder I and the loudeft laugh of hell. 
O my coevals! remnants of yourfelves! 
Poor human ruins, tottering o'er the grave! ] 

' Shall we, fliall aged men, like aged trees, 

' Strike deeper their vile root, and clofer cling. 
Still more enamourM of this wretched foil ? 
Shall our pale, withered hands, be ftill ftretch'd out. 
Trembling, at once, with eagemefs and age ? i 

' With avarice and convuliions, grafping hard ? 
Grafping at air ! for what has earth befide ? 
Man wants but little ; nor that little, long \ 
How foon muft he reflg^ his very duft, 

' Which frugal nature lent him for an hour! - x 

Years umxperienc'd rufh on numerous ills $ 
And foon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 

When in this vale of years I backward look. 
And mifs fuch -numbers, numbers too' of fuch, x? 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age. 
And ftrifter on their guard, and fitter far. 
To play life's fubtle game, I fcarce believe 
Tftill furvive ; and am I fond of life, 

; Who fcarce can think it poflible, I live ? • ij 

Alive by miracle ! or, what is next. 
Alive by Mead ! if I am ftill alive, 
Who long have buiy'd what gives life to live, 
Firmnefs of nerve, and energy of thought. 
Xife*8 lee is not moreJballoWi than imtuKii ^ r ^ 

Aj) 
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And *vapid'y Senfe and Reafon fliew the door. 
Call for my bier, and point me to the duft. 

O thou great arbiter of life and death I 
Nature^s immortal, immaterial fun 1 
Whofe all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 140 

From daiknefs, teeming darknefs, where I lay 
The worm^s inferior, and, in rank, ' beneath 
The dnft I tread on, high to bear my brow. 
To dnnk the fpirit of the golden day. 
And triumph in exiftence; and could know 145 

No motive, but my blifs ; and haft ordained 
A rife in bleffing ! with the Patriarch* s joy. 
Thy call I follow to the land unknanvn^ 
I tnift in thee, and know in whom I truft ; 
Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs : 150 

All weight in this — O let me live to thee I 

Though nature* s terrors, tbusy may be repreft 5 
Still frowns grim Death ; guilt points the tyrant's fpear. 
And whence all human guilt ? From death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I fet at nought the fwarm 155 

Of friendly warnings, which around me flew; 
And fmilM, unfmitten : fmall my caufe to fmile 1 
Death* s admonitions, like fhafts upwards (hot, 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 
They ftrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound ; 163 
think how deep, Lorenzo I here it ftings : 
Who can appeafe its anguiih? how it burns! 
What hand the barVd, invenomM, thought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace. 
And turn my light undaunted on the tomb } 16$ 

F % Witfci, 



fti YOUNG'S POEMS. 

He pleads ^time's nuroerous blanks \ he loudly pleads 
The ftraw-likc trifles on life's conunon ftream. 
From whom thofe blanks and trifies^ but from thee ? 
No blank y no trifle y nature made, or meant. Sa 

Virtue, or ^r»/wV virtue, ftill be thine; 
^bis cancels thy complaint at once, ^bis leaves 
In a^ no trifle^ and no blank in time. 
this greatens, fills, immortalizes all j 
Tkisy the bleft art of turning all to gold j, S5 

Tkisy the ^00^ heart's prerogative to raife 
A royal tribute from the pooreft hours j 
Lr.menfe revenue ! eveiy moment pays. 
If nothing more than purpofi in thy power ; 
Thy purpofe firm, is equal to the deed : 99 

Who does the beft his circumftance allows^ 
Does well, afts nobly 5 angels could no more.. 
Our cutnjuard aft indeed admits reftraint ; 
'Tis not in things o'er thought to domineer; 
Guard well thy thought; our thoughts are heard in 
heaven. 95 

On all important Tir/te, through every age. 
Though much, and warm, the wife have urg'd ; the maa 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 
** / ^ve lofl a <//y;"— the prince who nobly cry'd 
Had been an emperor without his crown ; 100 

Of Rome, fay, rather, lord of human race : 
IJe fpoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
So fhould all fpeak: So reafon fpeaks in all : 
From the foft whifpers of that God in man. 
Why fly to folly, why to phrenzy fly, 105 

For 
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" Expended deity on buman weal ?'* 
Feel die great truths, which burft the tenfold night 
Of heathen error, with a golden flood 
Of endlefs day : to feel, is to be fir'd y 
And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. 20« 

. Thou moft indulgent, mod tremendous Power ! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous love ! 
That arms, which awe more aweful, thy commands; 
And foul tranfgreflion dips in fevenfold night 1 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenfel 205 

In love immenfe, inviolably juft ! 
Thou, rather than thy jujf ice fliouldbe ftain'dy 
Didft ftain the Crofi ; and work of wonders far 
The greateft, that thy deareft far might bleed. 

Bold thought! fhall I dare fpeak it, or reprefs? 210 
Should man more execrate, or boaft, the guilt 
Which rous'd fuch vengeance ? which fuch love inflamM? 
O'er guilt (how mountainous !) with out-ftretch'd arms, 
Sttmjufiice and foft-fmiling lifve embrace, 
Supporting, in full majefty, thy throne, ai^ 

When feem'd its majefty to need fupport. 
Or that, or man, inevitably loft ; 
What, but the fathomlefs of thought divine. 
Could labour fuch expedient from defpair. 
And reCcue h$th ? both refcue ! both exalt! aao 

how are both exalted by the deed! 
The wondrous deed ! or fhall I call it more ? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itfeif ! 
A myftery no lefs to gods than men ! 

F 3 Not 
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We call hiin cruel ; fears tx> moments (lirinky. 

Ages to years. The tehfcope is tum'd. 

To man*s falfe optics (from his folly fklfe) 

Time, in advance, behind Him hides his wings, 

And feems to creep, decrepit with his age; 140. 

Behold him, when paft by $ what then is feen,. 

But his broad pinions fwifter than the winds ? 

And all mankind^ in oonti*adi£tion fttong, 

Rueful, aghaft ! cry out on Iris career. 

Leave to thy fbes thefe errors, and thefe ills ; 145 
To nature juft, their C^tu/e and Cure explore. 
Not fhort heaven^s bounty, boundlefs our expence $ 
No niggard, nature ; men are prodigals. 
We tvajfe, not ufe our time ; we breathe, not live. 
Time ivafledh exiftence, uiVis life^ 150 

And bare exiflence, man, to li've ordainMj 
Wrings, and oppreffes with enormous weight. 
And why? fmce Time was given for ufe, not wafte,. 
InjoinM to fly j with tempeft, tide, and ftars, 
To keep his fpeed, nor ever wait for man ; 155 

Timers ufe was doom'd a pleafure ; wafte, a pain j 
That man might y>f/ his error, if unfccn : 
And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure j 
Not, blundering, fpUt on idlenefs for eafe. 
Life's cares are comforts; fuch by heaven defign'dj 160 
He thathas none, muft make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are employments, and without employ 
The foul is on a rack j the rack of reji^ 
To fpuls moft.adverfe } a6Uon all their joy. 

Here 
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With pangs, ftrange pangs ! deliver'^ of her dead ? 15s . 
Hell howl'd ; and heaven that hour let fall a tear y 
Heaven wept, that men might fmile ! heaven bled,diat n^an 
Might never die ! — 

And is devotion virtue ? 'Tis eompeWd^ 
What heart of ftone but glows at thoughts like thefe ? a 60 
Such contemplations mount us; and/hould mount 
The mind dill higher; nor ever glance on man, 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd. — ^Where roll my thoughts 
To reft from wonders ? other wonders rife ; 
And ftrike wherever they roll : my foul is caught : 265 
Heaven'^s fovereign bleflings, cluftering from the crofs, 
Ruih on her, in a throng, and clofe her round. 
The prifoner of amaze ! — In his bleil life 
I fee ihtpatby and in his death the friciy 
And in his great a/cent the /rM/*fupremc 270 

Of immortality. — And did he rife ? 
Hear, O ye nations ! hear it, O ye dead ' 
He rofe ! he rofe ! he burft the bars of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates I 
And give the king of glory to come in. 275 

Who is the king of glory ? he who left 
His throne of glory, for the pang of death 1 
Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates I 
And give the king of glory to come in. 
Who is the king of glory ? he who flew 280 

The ravenous foe, that gorg'd all human race-! 
The king of glory, he, whofe gloi-y fiird 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man; 

F 4 And 
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-Kaft thou ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence ? 195 

For, or agalnji, what wonders he can do ! 
And <^mll I To fl-and blank neuter he difdains. 
Not on thofe terms ^2j^ Time (heaven's ilranger!) fent 
On his important embafly to man* 
Lorenzo ! no : On the long-deftin'd hour, 200 

From everlafting ages growing ripe, 
That memorable hour of wcndrous birth. 
When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent. 
And big with nature, riling in his might, 
Caird forth creation (for then Titne was born), 205 
By Godhead ftrttaming through a thoufand worlds ; 
Not on thofe terins, from the great days of heaven. 
From old eternity's myfterious orb, 
Was Time cut off, and call beneath the fkies ; 
The (kics, which watch him in his new abode, 210 
Meafuring his motions by revolving fpheres j 
That horologe machinery divine. 
Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, play. 
Like numerous wings around him, as he flies : 
©r, rather, as unequal plumes, they fhape 215 

His ample pinions, fwift as darted flame, 
To gain his goal, to reach bis antient reA, 
And join anew Eternity his flref * 
In his i7nmut ability to neft. 

When worlcfs, that count his circles ;zoav, unhing'd 220 
(Fate the loud lignal founding) headlong rulh 
To timelefs night and chaos, whence they rofc. 

Why fpur the fpeedy ? Why with levities 
New wing thy fliort^ Ihort day's too rapkl flight r 

Kncw'ft 
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(A fpcar deep-dipt in blood!) which pierced his fide, 
And opened there a font for all mankind, 315 

Who ftrive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live : 
Tbir, only this, fubdues tht fear of death. 

And what is this ^—Survey the wondrous cure ; 
And at each ftep, let higher wonder rife ! 
«< Pardon fdr infinite offence t and pardon 31a 

" Through means that fpeak its value infinite 1 
'* A pardon bought with blood! with blood divine I 
*' With blood divine of him, I made my foe ! 
" Perfifted to provoke 1 though woo'd, and aw'd, 
« Bled, and chaflis'd, a flagrant rebel ftill \ 325 

'< A rebel, *midft the thunders of his throne ! 
" Nor I alone ! a rebel univerfe I 
** My fpecies up in arms ! not one exempt ! 
" Yet for the fauleft of the foul, he dies, 
•• Moft joy'd, for the redeemM from deepeft guilt ! i%Qi 
" As if our race were held of higheft rank ; 
" And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man T* 

Bound, every heart ! and every bo(bm, bum ! 
O what a fcale of miracles is here! 
Its loweft round, high planted on the fldes ; 33s 

Its towering fummit loft beyond the thought 
Of man or angel I O that I could climb 
The wonderful afcent, with equal praife I 
Praife ! flow for^cvcr (if aftonifliment 
Will give thee leave) : my praife ! for ever flow j 340 
Praife ardent, cordial, conftant, to high heaven 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific^d. 
And all her ipicy mountaina in a flame. 
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How will you weather an eternal rngbt. 

Where fuch expedients fail? 255 

O treacherous Confcience I while (he fecms to flecpi 
On ro/e and myrtle, luIPd with fyren £bng 5 
While ftie feems^ nodding o'er her chai-ge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the.flacken'd rein. 
And g^ve us up to licence, unrecall'd, 260 

Unmarked ;— fee, from, behind her fecret ftand,. 
The fly informer minutes every fault, 
And her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the grofs ASl alone employs her pen 5 
She reconnoitres Tancfs airy band, 2^5 

A watchful foe I the formidable fpy, 
Liftening, o'erhears the whifpers of our camp : 
Our dawning purpofes of heart explores. 
And fteals our embryos of iniquity. 
As all-rapacious uiurers conceal 270 

Their doomfday-book from all-confuming heirs 5 
Thus, with indulgence moft fevere, fhe treats 
Us fpendthrifts of ineftimable ^ime j 
Unnoted, notes each moment mi£apply'd 5 
In leaves more durable than leaves of brafs 27-5 

Writes our whole hiftory ; which Death (hall read 
In every pale delinquent's private earj 
And Judgement publi/h j publifh to more worlds 1 
Than this ; and endlefs age in groans refound, 
Lorenzo, fuch that Sleeper in thy breaft ! t%% 

Such is. her flumberj and her vengeance yi^f A 
For flighted counfel ; fuch thy future peace I 
And think'ft thou ftiil thou canll .be wife t^ofoim ?. 

But 
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Whaty night eternal, but a frown from thee ^ 
What, heaven's meridian glory, but thy finile ? 375 
And (hall not praife be tfiine, not human praife ? 
While heaven's high hoft on hallelujahs live ? 
O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My foul in praife to Him, who gave my foul. 
And all her infinite of profpeft fair, 38a 

Cut through the (hades of hell, great Love! by thee 
Oh mod Adorable ! moft UnadorM ! 
Where fhall that praife begin, which ne'er ihould end ? 
Where'er I turn, what claim on all applaufe! 
How is nigbfs fable mantle labour'd o'er, 385 

How richly wrought with attributes divine ! 
What nvifdom fhines I what lo*ve ! this midnight pomp, 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlay'd I 
Built with divine anjbition ! nought to thee 5 
For others this profufion : Thou, apart, 390 

Above ! 'beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the deep. ? 
Call to they«/r, or aik the roaring ivinds^ 
For their Creator ? Shall I queftion loud 
The tbutuler, if in thatth' Almighty dwells? 395 
Or holds He futiovL^Jtorms in ftreighten'd reins. 
And bids fierce lubirhuinds wheel his rapid car ? 

What mean thefe queftions ?— Trembling I rctraft ; 
My proflrate foul adores the prefent God t 
Praife I a diftant deity ? He tunes 40» 

My voice (if tun'd) j the nerve, that writes, fuflains^ 
Wrapt in his being, I refound his praife : 
But ^ough paft tfi/ diffused, without a ihore. 
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And is his ardour vain^ Lorenzo ? No ; 

That more than miracle the. gods indulge $ 315 

^o-dcy is Yefterday returned ; returned 

Full powered to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn. 

And reinftate "us on the Rock of peace. 

Let it not (hare its predeceflbr's fate ; 

Nor, like its elder fifters, die a fool. 320 

Shall it evaporate in fume ? fly off 

Fuliginous, and ftain us deeper ftill ? 

Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 

More wretched for the clemencies of heaven ? 

Wherefhalll find Him? Angels! tell me where. 3x5 
You knonK> him : He is near you : Point him out ; 
Shall I fee glories beaming from his brow ? 
*Or trace his footfteps by die rifrng flowers ? 
Your golden wings, noijij hovering o'er him, fticd 
Protection 5 now, are waving In applaufe 33* 

To that bleft fon of forefight ! lord of fate I 
That awful independent on To-morroew I 
Whofe ivork is done j who triumphs in the Pafi\ 
Whofe Yefierdays look backwards with a fmile 5 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly j 335 
That common, but opprobrious lot ! paft hours. 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 
If folly bounds our profpeft by the grave. 
All feeling of futurity benumb'd j 
All god-like paflion for eternals quencht j 340 

All relifli of realities expired ; 
JRcnounc'd all correfpondence with the flties 5 
Our freedom chained \ quite winglefs our defire ; «• 

4 In 



THE COMPLAINT, Night IV. if 

Languid their energy, their ardour cold, 

lodebted ftill, their higheft rapture burns ; 435 

Short of its mark, defective, though divine. 

Still more-^This theme is man's, and man^s alone | 
Their vaft appointments reach it not : they fee 
On earth a bounty not indulged on high \ 
And do'wn'ward look for heaven's fuperior praife ! 440 
Firft-born of Ether ! high in fields of light I 
View man, to fee the glory of your God I 
Could angels envy, they had envy'd bire\ 
And fome did envy i and the reft, though gods. 
Yet ftill gods unredeevCd (there triumphs man, 44.^ 
Tempted to weigh the duft againft the fkies) 
They lefs would ^/v/, though more adorn, my theme. 
They fung CreatioH (for in that they fhar'd) : 
How rofe in melody, that child of love ! 
Creation's great fuperior, man ! is thine ; 450 

Thine is redemption ; they juft gave the key : 
Tis thine to raife, and eternize, the fong ; 
Though human, yet divine ; for (hould not this 
Raife man o'er man, and kindle feraphs here? 
Rtdemption ! \ was creation more fublime i 455 

Redemption i \ was the labour of the ikies; 
Far more than labour— 'It was death in heaven* 
A truth fo ftrange ! 't were bold to think it true ; 
If not far bolder ftill to diibelieve I 

Here paufe,'and ponder : viras there death in heaven ? 4JS0 
What then on earth ? On earth, which ftruck the blow? 
Who ftruck it ? Who ?-^0 how is man enlarged 
Seen through this medium t how the pig»y towers I 

4 How 
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How counterpoised his origin from duft ! 
Hdwr counterpoisM, to duft his fad return ! 
How voided his vaft diftance from the ikies I 
How near he prefTes on the feraph^s wing ! 
Which is the feraph ? Which the born of clay ? 
How this demonftrates, through the thickeft cloud 
Of guilt, and clay condensed, the Ton of heaven ! ^ 
The double fon j the made, and the re-made ! 
And ihall heayen*s double property be loft ? 
Man's double -madnefs only can deftroy. 
To man the bleeding crofs has promised «//.; 
The bleeding crofs has fwom eternal grace ; ^ 

Who gave his life, what grace ihall He deny ? . 
O ye ! who, .from this Rock of agesy leap, 
Apoftates, plunging headlong in the deep.! 
What cordial joy, what confolation ftrong, 
Whsitever winds arife, or billows roll, 4 

Our intereft in the mafter of the ilorm ! 
Cling /A^r^, indin wrecked nature's, ruins y«rtfcj 
While vile apoftates trenU}le'm a calm. 

Man ! know thyfelf. All wifdom centres there : 
To none man feems ignoble, but to man ; 4 

Angels that grandeur, men o'er-look, admire « 
How long ihall human nature be tbeir book, 
Degenerate mortal! and unread by Thee ? 
The beam dim reafan iheds ihews wonders There; 
Wiiat high contents I Uiuibrious faculties 1 44 

But the grand comment y which difplays at full 
Our human height, fcarce fever'd from divine. 
By heaven compos'di was publiih^d on the Crofi, 

Wl 
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Who looks on That, and fees not in bimfelf 
An awful ftranger, a terreftrial god ? 49 1 

A glorious partner with the Deity 
In that high attribute, immortal life ? 
If a Go<i bleeds, ' he bleeds not for a worm : 
I gSLze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul 
Catches ftrange fire, Eternity 1 at Thee 5 500 

And drops the world— or rather, more enjoys : 
How changM the face of nature! how improved I 
What feem'd a chaos, fhines a glorious world. 
Or, what a world, an Eden j heightened all I 
It IS another fcene ! another felf! S^S' 

And ftill another, as time rolls along ^ 
And that 2. felf far more illuftrious ftill. 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in (hades 
Ui^ierc'd by bold conjefture's keeneft ray. 
What evolutions of furprifing'fatel 315 

How nature opens, and receives my foul 
In boundlefs walks of raptured thought ! where gods 
Encounter and embrace me ! What new biiths 
Of ftrange adventure, foreign to the fun 5 
Where whstt now charms, perhaps, whatever exifts, 515 
Old time, and fair creation, are forgot I 

Is this extravagant ? Of man we-form 
Extravagant conception, to be juft : 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him : 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 520 

He, the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
The world of rational s 5 one fpirit pour'd 
From fpirit's aweful fountain : pour'd himfelf 

Througk 
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Through all their fouls ; but not in equal ftreain^ 

Profufe, or frugal, of th^ afpiring God, 5 

As his wife plan demanded j and when pail 

Their various trials in their various fpheres. 

If they continue rational, as made, 

Keforbs them all into Himfelf again ; 

His throne their centre, and bis fmile their crown. 5 

Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to Gng, 
Though yet unfungp as deeraM, perhaps, too bold ? 
Angels are men of a fuperior kind; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 
Iligh o'er celeftial mountains wingM in flight ; 5^ 

And men are angels^ loaded for an hour. 
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain. 
And flippery ftep, the bottom of the fteep. 
Angels their failings, mortals have their praife i 
While Here, of coq>s ethereal, fuch enrolled, 54 

And fummonM to the glorious Standard foon. 
Which flames eternal crimfon through the flues. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtlefs of their kin. 
Yet abfent ; but not abfent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael fung 54, 
Our triumphs $ Gabriel on our errands flown, 
Sent by the Sovereign : and are thefe, O man ! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies ? and Thou (fliame burc 
The cheek to cinder 1) rival to the brute ? 

Religion *s All. Defcending from the flues 550 

To wretched man, the goddefs in her left. 
Holds out this world, and, in her right, the next ; 
Religion ! the ibk voucher man is man } 

Supporter 
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Supporter fole of man above himfelf $ 

£v'n in this night of frailty, change, and death, 555 

She gives the foul a foul that a£ls a god. 

Religion 1 Providence ! an After-ftate ! 

Here is firm footing i here is folid rock 1 

This can fitpport us ; all is fea befides ; 

Sinks under us ; beftorms, and then devours. 560 

His hand the good man faftens on the (kies, 

And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 

As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 
Darknefs, and ftench, and fuffocating damps. 
And dungeon-horrofs, by kind fate, difcharg'd, 565 
Climbs fome fair eminence, where ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyfian profpe£ls rife. 
His heart euxlts, his fpirits caft their load ; 
As if new-bom, he triumphs in the change ; 
So joys the foul, when, from inglorious aims, 570 
And fordid fweets, from feculence and froth 
Of ties terreftrial, fet at large, (he mounts 
To KeafwCs region, her own element. 
Breathes hopes immortal, and affefls the fkies. 

Religion 1 thou the foul of happinefs ; 575 

And, groaning Calvary, of thee ! There fhine 
The nobleft truths; there ftrongeft motives i^ing; 
There facred violence aflaults the foul ; 
There, nothing but compulfion is forborn. 
Can love allure us ; or can terror awe ? 580 

He weeps I— the falling drop puts out the fun ; 
He fighs— the figh earth's deep foundation ihakes. 
If in his love fo terrible, what then 

Vol. II. G His 
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His wrath inflamM ? his tcndernefs on fire ? 
Like fofty fmooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 585 

Can prayer, can praife, avert it ?— Thou, ray AU! 
My theme ! my infpiration i and my crown I 
My ftrength in age ! my rife in low cftate ! 
My foul's ambition, pleafure, wealth !— my world ! 
. My light in darknefs! and my life in death! 590 

My boaft through time ! blifs through ttemity I 
Eternity, too fliort to fpeak thy praife ! 
Or fathbm thy profound of love to man ! 
To. man of men the meaneft, ev'n to me ; 
My facrifice I my God !— what things are thefe ! 5^5 
What then art Thou ? by what name Ihall I call Thee ? 
Knew I the name devout archangels tife. 
Devout archangels ihould die name enjoy, 
By me unrivalM ; thoufands more fublime, 
None half fo dear, as that, which, though unfpoke, 600 
Still glows at heart : O how omnipotence 
Is loft in love ! Thou great Philanthropift ! 
Father of angels ! but the friend of man ! 
Like Jacob, fondeft of the younger bom ! 
Thou, who didft fave him, /hatch the fmokrng brand 605 
From out the flames, and quench it iti thy bloodi 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to diftrefs I 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude. 
Too big for birth ! to favour, and confound; 
To challenge, and to diftance all return! 610 

Of laviih love ftupendous heights to foai*. 
And leave praife panting in the diftant vale ! 
Thy right, too great, defrauds thee of thy due ; 

And 
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And facril^ous our fiablimeft fong. 

But iince the naked ouii^ obtains thy fmile, 615 

Beneath this monument of praife unpaid^ 

And future life fymphonious to my ftrain, 

(That nobieft hymn to heaven!) for ever lie 

Intomb'4 fDjfear of death I and every feajr. 

The dread of every evil, but Thy frown. ^%p 

Whom iee I yonder, £0 demurely fmile? 
Laughter a labour, and might br^ajc their reft. 
Ye quietifls, in homage to. the ikies 1 
Serene ! of foft addrefs ! who mildly make 
An unobtruilve tender of your hearts, ^95 

Abhorring violence \ who baU indeed $ 
But, for the blefiing, *wrj^le not with heaven 1 
Think you my foug too turbulent? too wai^pa? 
Are pajions, then, the pagsuis of the foul ? 
Kiafon alone baptix'd ? alone ordaiu'd /6-3P 

To touch things facred? Oh for warmer JliUi 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age beniunbs my powecs i 
Oh for an humbler heart ! and prouder fong ! 
Thou, my much*injurM theme ! with that foft eye 
Which melted o'er doom'd ^alem, deign to look .6)5 
Compxflion to thecoldneis.of my bread) . 
And pardon to the winter in my ib^ain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, fomialifts ! 
On fuch a theme, 'tis impious to be calm ; 
Pftilion is reafon, traniport temper, Jiere, 640 

Shall heaven, which gave us aniour, and has ihewn 
Her own for man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
What fmoothjecMllients in theology, 

G % Recumbent 
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Recumbent virtue's downy do6fcor8, preach s 

That profe of piety, a lukewarm praife ? 64.5 

Rife odours fweet from incenif uninflanCd ? 

Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout; 

But when it glows, its. heat is ftruck to heaven \ 

To human hearts her golden haips are ftrung ; 

High heaven's orcbejira chaunts amen to man. 650 

Hear I, or dream I hear, their diftant ftrain^ 
Sweet to 'the foul, and tailing firong of heaven. 
Soft- wafted on celeftial /i/jrV plume, 
Through the vaft fpaces of the univcrfe, 

To chear me in this melancholy gloom ? 6$^ 

' Oh when will (Uatb (now ftinglefs), like a friend. 

Admit mc- of their choir ? O when will death 
' This mouldering, old, partition^wail throw down ? 
< Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 

'Oh death divine 1 that giv'ft us to the ikies \ 66g 

GreaX future! glorious patron of the pafl, 
And prefent ! when (hall I thy ihrine adore? 
From nature's continenty immenfely wide, 
Immenfely bleft, this little ijle of life, 

:This dark, incarcerating colony , 665 

Divides us. .Happy day! that breaks our chain} 
That manumits; that calls from exile home; 
That leads to nature's great metropolis^ 
And re-admits us, through the giuirdian hand 
Of elder brothers, .to our Father'' s throne $ ^70 

Who hears our' Advocate, and, through his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 
.'Tis this makes Cbriftian triumph a command 1 

'Tis 
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'Tis tliis makes joy a duty to the wife j 

*Ti8 impious in a good man to be fad. 675 

See thou, Lorenzo ! where hangs all our hope ? 
Touched by the Crofs^ we live j or, more than die j 
That touch which touchM not angels 5 more divine 
Than that which touched confuiion into form. 
And darknefs into glory ; partial touch ! 680 

Ineffably pre-eminent regard! 
Sacred to man, and fovereign through the whole 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
From heaven through all duration, and fuppotts 
In one illuftrious and amazing plan, 685 

Thy welfare, nature ! and thy God's renown j 
That touch, with charm celeftial, heals the foul 
Difeas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death. 
Turns earth to heaven, to heavenly thrones transforms 
The ghaftly ruins of the mouldering tomb. 690 

Doft a(k me when ? When he who dy'd returns 5 
Returns, how changM ! Where then the man of woe f 
In glory's terrors all the Godhead burns $ 
And all his courts, exhaiifted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train, 695 

Leave a ftupendous folitude in heaven; 
Replcnifh'd foon, repleniihM with increafe 
Of pomp, and multitude j a radiant band 
Of angels new; of angels from the tof/ib. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote ; and rife 700 

Dark doubts between the promife and event ? 
I fend thee not to volumes for thy cure j 
Read Nature; Nature is a fritnd to ti-uth| 

G 3 Niliire 
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Nature is Chriftian ; preaches to mankind ; 

And bids dead matter aid U8 in our creed. 70 

Haft thou ne'er feen the comet's flaming flight ? 

Th' illuftrious ftrangcr pafling, terror fheda 

On gazing nations ; from his fiery train 

Of lengtli enormous, takes his ample round 

Through depths of ether 5 coafts unnumbered worlds^ 7 1 x 

Of more than folar glory $ doubles wide 

Heaven's mighty cape 5 and then revifits earth. 

From ths long travel of a thoufand years. 

Thus, at the dellin'd period, fhall return 

He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze: 7 1 « 

And, with Him, all omt triumph o'er the tomb. 

Nature is dumb on this important point ; 
Or hope precarious in low whifper brcathes ; 
Faith fpeaks aloud, diftin^l } ev'n adders hear ^ 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 720 

Faith builds a bridge acrofs the gulph of death. 
To break the (hock blind nature cannot fliun, 
And lands thought fmoothly on the farther ihore. 
Death's terror is the mountain //?jV/& removes ; 
That mountain barrier between man and peace. 725 
*T'is faith difarms deftru6lion ; and abfolves 
From every clamorous charge, the guiltlefs tomb. 

Why difbelieve ? Lorenzo !— " Rea/on bids, 
« All-facred reafon."— Hold her facred ftillj 
Nor flialt thou want a rival in thy flame : 730 

All-facred rea/on ! foiu-ce, and foul, of all 
Demanding praife, on earth, or earth above I 
My heart is thine : deep in its inmoft foldsj 

Live 
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I-ive thou iwith life j live deai-er of the two. 

Wear I the blefled Crofs, by fortune ftamp'd 735 

On paifive nature, before thought was born ? 

My birth's blind bigot I fir'd with local zeal ! 

No ; reafon re-baptis'd me when adult j 

Weighed true, and falfe, in her impartial fcale 5 

My heart became the convert of my head 5 74.0 

And made that choice, which once was but my fate. 

•* On argument alone my faith is built:'' 

Reafon fpMvCvitti U faith I and, unpurfued 

Where proof invites, 'tis reafon, then, no more : 

And fuch our prcof That, or our faitb is right y 745 

Or reafon lies, and heaven defign'd it ixjrong : 

Abfolve we This ? What, then, is blafphemy ? 

Fond as we are, and juftly fond, o£ faith, 
Reafnty we grant, demands our firft regard 5 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 750 

Reafon the root, idAV faith is but the flower 5 
The fading flower fliall die j but reafon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the £kies. 
Vfhtn faith is virtue, reafon makes it fo. 
Wrong not the Chriftian \ think not reafon j^wr/ : 755 
'Tis reafon our great Mafer holds fo dear ; 
'Tis reafon* s injur'd rights His wrath refents; 
*Tis reafon" s voice obey'd His glories crown 5 
To give loft reafon life. He pour'd his own : 
Believe, and fhcw the reafon of a man j 760 

Believe, and tafte the pleafure of a God ; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb : 
Thiough reafon" s wounds alone ihy faith can die 5 

G 4 Which 
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Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death. 

And dips in 'venom his twice-mortal fting. 7^ 

Learn hence what honours, what loud paansy due 
To thofe, who pnfh our antidote aiide \ 
Thofe boafted friends to reafon^ and to man^ 
Whofe fatal love ftabs every joy, and leaves 
Death^s terror heightened, gnawing on his heart. 77 
Thele pompous fons of reafon idolized 
And vilify'd at once 5 of reafon dead, 
Then deify'd, as monarchs were of old ; 
What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow ? 
While lonje of truth through all their camp refounds, 771 
They draw pr'uUs curtain o'er the noon-tide-ray. 
Spike up their inch of reafon, on the point 
Of philofophic wit, calVd Argument j 
And then, exulting in their taper, cry, 
** Behold the fun :" and, Indian-like, adore, 780 

, Talk they of morals ? O thou bleeding Love I 
Thou maker of ne<w morals to mankind ! 
The grand morality is love of Thee. 
As wife as Socrates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they 'bate of that fublime renown) 785 

As <wife as Socrates, might juftly ftand 
The definition of a modem fool. 

A Chriftian is the highefl ftile of man : 
And is there, who the bleffed Crofs wipes off. 
As a foul blot from his difhonourM brow ? 790 

If angels tremble, 'tis at fuch a fight : 
The wretch they quit, defponding of their charge. 
More ^uck with grief .or wonder, who can tell ? 

Ye 
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Ye fold to fenfc ! ye citizens of earth ! 
(For fuch alone the Chriftian banner fly) 795 

Know ye how wife your choice, how great your gain ? 
Behold the pifture of earth's happieft man : 
" He calls his wifh, it comes j he fends it back, 
'* And fays, hecalPd another 5 that arrives, 
" Meets the fame welcome ; yet he ftill calls on ; 800 
*' Till one calls him, who varies not his calJ, 
*« But holds him faft, in chains of darknefs bound, 
" Till nature dies, and judgment fets him free 5 ' 

•* A freedom far lefs welcome than his chain/' 

But grant man happy j grant him happy long^ 805 
Add to lifers higheft prize her latefl hour; 
That hour, fo late, is nimble in approach, 
That, like a poft, comes on in full career : 
How fwift the fhuttle flies, that weaves thy ihroud ! 
Where is the fable of thy former years ? 810 

Thrown down the gulph of time ; as far from Thee 
As they had ne^er been thine ; the day in hand^ 
Like a bird ftraggling to get loofe, is going j 
Scarce now poflefs^d, fo fuddenly 'tis gone ; 
And each fwift moment fled, is death advanced 815 
By ftrides as fwift : Eternity is All j 
And whofe Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? 
Bathing for ever in the font of blifs I 
For ever bafking in the Deity '. 
Lorenzo I who ?— Thy confcience /hall reply. 82© 

O give it leave to fpeak ; 't will fpeak ere long. 
Thy leave unaflc'd : Lorenzo 1 hear it now> 
While ufeful its advice, its accent mild* 

Br 
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By the great edi^, the divine decree. 

Truth is depofited with man's lafl hour ^ 

An honeft hour, and faithful to her truft > 

Truth, eldefl daughter of the Deity; 

Truth, of his council, when he made the worlds i 

Nor lefs, when he /hall judge the worlds he made ; 

Though Alent long, and fleeping ne'er fo found, % 

Smothered with errors, and opprefsM with toys. 

That heaven-conunifiionM hour no fooner calls. 

But, from her cavern in the foul's abyfs. 

Like him they fable under ^tna whelm'd. 

The goddefs, burfts in thunder, and in flame i 8 

Loudly convinces, and feverely pains. 

Dark daemons I difcharge, and Hydra ftings ; 

The keen vibration of bright /r«/A— is Hell s 

Juft definition ! though by fchools untaught. 

Ye deaf to truth I perufe this Parfon'd page, %^ 

And truft, for once, a prophet, and a prieftj 

« Men may Ihfe fools, but fools diey cannot dU."'' 
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NIGHT THE FIFTH. 

THE RELAPSE. 

T O T H E 
RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF LITCHFIELD. 

LORENZO! to recriminate is juft. 
Fondnefs for fame is avarice of air. 
I grant the man is vain who writes for praife. 
Praife no man e'er deferv*d, who fought no mort. 

As juft thy fecond charge. I grant the Mujk $ 

Has often bluflit at her degenerate fons, 
Ketain'd hy fenfe to plead her filthy caufe| 
To raife the low, to magnify the mean, 
And fubtilize the grofs into refin'd : 
As if to magic numbers' powerful charm i^ 

Twas given, to make a ci<vet of their fong 
Obfcene, and fweeten ordure to perfume, 
^lU a true pagan, deifies the brute, 
And lifts our fwine-cnjoyments from^e mire*- 

The faft notorious, nor obfcure the caufe. t$ 

We wear the chains of pleafure^ and of pride, 
7befe fhare the man j and thefe diftraft him too i 
l^raw different ways,' and clalh in their commands. 
Pride^ like an eagle, builds among the ftars ; 
^^tpUafur£t lark-Ukei nefts upon the ground. a0 

Joys 
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Joys fliar'd by brute-creation, pride refents \ 
PUafure embraces : Man would both enjoy. 
And both at once ; i point how hard to gain ! 
But, what can't wit, when itung by ftrong dtfire ? 

Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 
Since joys oi fenfe can't rife to reafon's tafte j 
In £\ibx\t fipbtflry^ s laborious forge, 
Wit hammers out a reafon ne^Wy that ftoops 
To fordid fcenes, and meets them with applaufe. 
Wtt calls the graces the chafte zone to lool'e j 
Nor lefs than a plump god to fill the bowl : 
A thoufa^d phantoms, and a thoufand fpells, 
A thoufand opiates fcatters, to delude. 
To fafcinate, inebriate, lay afleep. 
And the fool'd mind delightfully confound. 
Thus that which (hock'd tht judgment, (hocks no moi 
That which gave pride offence, no more offends. 
Pleafure and pride, by nature mortal foes. 
At war eternal, which in man fhall reign. 
By ivifs addrefs, patch up a fatal peace, ^ 

And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Arty curfed art ! wipes off th' indebted blufli 
From nature'^ cheek, and bronzes every fliame. 
Man fmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 4 

And infamy flands candidate for praife. 

All writ by man in favour of the foul, 
TheCe fcnfual ethics far, in bulk, ti*anfcend. 
The flowers of eloquence, profufely pour'd 
0*er fpotted vice, fill half the letter^ world. 5< 
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Can powers of genius exorcife their page. 

And coniecrate enormities with fong ? 
But let not thefe inexpiable ftrains 

Condemn the Mufe that knows her dignity ; 

Nor meanly ftops at tltney but holds the world 55 

As *tis, in nature's ample field, a point, 

A point in her elVeem j from whence to ftart. 

And run the round of univerfal fpace, 

To vifit Being univerfal there, 

And Being^s Source, that utmoft flight of mind I 60 

Yet, fpite of this fo vaft circumference, 

Well knows, but what is moral, nought is great, 

^m^J^ens only ? Do not angels fing ? 

There is in poejy a decent pride. 

Which well becomes her when (he ipeaks to profe^ 65 
Her younger fifter ; haply, not more wife. 

Think'ft thou, Lorenzo 1 to find paftimes here ? 
No guilty paflion blown into a flame. 
No foible flatterM, dignity difgrac'd. 
No fairy field of fi^ion, all on flower, 79 

No rainbow colours, here, or filken talc 1 
But folemn counfeU^ images of awe, 
TnttbSf which eternity lets fall on man , 

With double weight, through thefe revolving fpheres^ 
This death -deep filence, and incumbent fhade ; 75 
Thoughts f fuch as fhall reviiit your laft houi* j 
Vifit uncaird, and live when life expires \ < 

And thy dark pencil, midnight ! daiker flill 
In melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 
.Yet this, even tbis^ my laughter -loving friends ! So 

Xorenzo t 
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Lorenzo ! and thy brothers of the fmile ! 
Ify what imports yoa mod, can moft engage^ 
Shall ileal your ear, and chain yosa to my long. 
Or if you fail me, know, the wiie fliall tafte 
T^he truths I iing ; the truths I fing fhall feel $ 
And, feeling, give aflent ; and their aflent 
Ift ample recompence ; is mote than praife* 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield ! nor roiftake ; 
Think not un- introduced I force .my way; 
Mlu-cifla, not unknown, not unally'd. 
By virtue, or by blood, iiluftrious yoiidi ! 
To thee, .from blooming amarantbrne bowers. 
Where all the language barmony, defcends 
Uncaird, and aiks admitt^ce for the Mufe : 
A Mufe that will not pain thee with thy praife j 
Thy praife (he drops, by ftobUr ftill infjpir'd. 

O Thmi ! Bleft Spirit ! tvhefker ^e fupremc. 
Great antemundase Father 1 in whofe breaft 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt, 
And all its various'ievolxitions roU'd i 

Prefent, thoiJ|^ future ; prior to themCelves ; 
Whofe breath can blow it into nought again 5 
Or, from his throne fome deiegated power, 
"Who, ftudious of our peace, doft turn the thought 
ffi-om vain «nd vile, to Iblid and fublime ! k 

vUnfeen thou iead'ft me to delicious draughts 
Of infpiration, from a purer ftream, 
And fuller tif the god, than that which burft 
From fiSim'd 'Caftalia : nor is yet allayM 
Wy -facred -thirft 5 -though bng my foul has rang'd' 1 1 
4. Tbroug 
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Through pleafing paths of morale and dMne^ 
By thee fuftainM, and lighted by the Start, 

By them beft lighted are the paths of thought j 
Nights are their days, their moft illumined hours. 
By day, the Ibul, o'erbome by life's career, ^15 

Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 
Reels far from reafon, joftled hy the throng. 
By day the fonl is paffive, all her thoughts 
ImposM, precarious, broken ere mature* 
By nighty from objects free, from palUbn cool, tir6 
Thoughts uncontrol'd, ^d linnnpi^fs'd, th« births 
Of pure clc^^ion, arbitrary range. 
Not to the limits of one world confin'd ; 
But from ethereal travels light on earthy 
As voyagers drop anchor, for r^ofc. ra5 

Let Indians, and ttie gay, like Indian«, fond 
Of featherM fopperies, the fun adore : 
Darknefs has more divinity for me 5 
It ftrikes thought inward ;, it drives batfk the foul 
To fettle on Herfelf, our point fiipreme ! i^b 

There lies our theatre ! there fits our judge. 
Darknefs the curtam drops o'er life's dull foeiie.; 
'Tis the kind hand of Providence ftrctcht out 
Twixt man and vanity ; 'tis reafon* sTdgn, 
And 'virtue^ s too j thefe tutelary fhades 135 

Are man's afylum from the tainted throng. 
Wight is the good m^n's/n^<f, and guardian too 5 
It no Icfs refcues virtue, than injpires* 

riftue, for ever frail, as fair, below. 
Her tender nature -fttfitrs in -dte'-croiid, 140 

Nor 
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Nor touches on the world, without a ftain : 
The world, '8 infectious j few bring back at eve. 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 
Something we thought, is blotted 5 we refoUv^df 
X% 4haken j we renotmc'dy returns again. 
Each y2i/2^^z/i0xr may ilide in a An 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it ftrange : light, motion, concourfe, twifi^ 
All, fcatter us abroad ; thought outward-bound, 
Negle6lful of our home affairs, flies off 
In fume and diflipation, quits her charge. 
And leaves the breafl unguarded to the foe. 

Prefent exan»ple gets within our guard, 
And a£ls with double force, by few repeird. 
"Ambition fires ambition 5 Jove of gain 
Strikes, like a pcflilence, from breaft to breaft j 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe $ 
And inhumanity is caught from man, 
From fmiling man. A flight, a Angle glance, 
And (hot at random, often has brought home 
A fudden fever, to the throbbing heart. 
Of envy, rancour, or impure defire. 
We fee, we hear, with peril $ fafety dwells 
Remote from multitude ; the world 's a fchool 
Of nvrong, and what proficients fwann around ! 
We mufl, or imitate, or difapprove j 
MviA. lifl as their accomplices, or foes ; 
That ftains our innocence s this wounds our peace. 
. From nature's birth, hence, nvi/dom has been fmit 
With fweet recefs, and languiiht for the ihade. i 

Ti 
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This facred (hade, and folitude, what is it ? 
Tis the felt prefence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone. 
Ftce finks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other obje^ls, black by night. 175 
By night an Atheift half-believes a God. 

Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend 5 
The confcious moon, through every diftant age, 
Has held a lamp to ivi/dom, and let fall. 
On contemplation's eytf her ^yirging ray, iSo 

The famM Athenian, he who woo'd from heaven 
PbUofopby the fair, to dwell with men, 
And form their manners, not inflame their pride. 
While o'er his head, as fearful to moleft 
His labouring mind, the ilars in filence Hide, 185 

And feem all gazing on their future gueft. 
Sec him foliciting his ardent fuit 
In private audience : all the live-long night. 
Rigid in thought,, and motionlefs, he ftands j 
Nor quits bis theme, or pofture, till the fun 190 

(Rude drHnkard rifing rofy from the main !} 
Difturbs his nobler intclleftual beam. 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. 
Hail, precious moments I ftoPn from the black waftc 
Of murdered time ! Aufpicious midnight ! hail ! 195 
The world excluded, every pafiion huOi, 
And opened a calm intercourfe with heaven. 
Here the foul fits in council ; ponders pafl^ 
Prcdeftines/«/«r* a6lion 5 fees, not feels. 
Tumultuous life, and reafons with the ilorm \ ^00 

Vol. II. H Ali 
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And turn the gayeft thought of gayeft age, 
Down their right channel, through the vale of death. 

The vale of death ! that hufli^d Cimmerian vale, 255 
Where darknefsy brooding oVr unfinilh'd fates. 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day !) that inteixli^ls all future change ! 
That fubturanean world, that land of ruin 1 
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for prou^ human thought ! »6o 
T^bere let my thought expatiate, and explore 
Balfamic truths, and healing ientinients. 
Of all moft wanted, and moft welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for thy own. 
My foul \ " The fruits of dying friends furvcy j ^6$ 
" Expofe the 'vmn of life ; weigh life and death i 
** Give death his eulogy 3 thy fear fubdue j 
<< And labour that firft palm of noble minds, 
** A manly fcom of terror ivom the tomb." 

This harveft reap from thy NarciflTa's grave. 170 

As poets feign'd from Ajax' ftreaming blood 
AiXife, with grief infcrib'd, a mournful flower j 
Let wifdom bloflbm from my mortal wound. 
And firjif of dying friends ; what fruit from thefe ? 
It brings us more than triple aid; an aid 275 

To chafe our thougbtlejfnefs^ fear^ pride^ and gtiUu 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud. 
To damp our brainlefs ardors \ and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wife. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to fmooth 2S0 

Our i-ugged paffi to death \ to break thofe bars 
Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 

Crofs 
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Our utmoft ftrength, when down, to rife again ; 
And not to yield, though beaten, all our praife. 
*Ti8 vain to feek in men for more than man. 
Though proud in promifc, big in previous thought, 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late, 135 
Emerging from the fliadows of the grave, 
Where grief detained me prifoner, mounting high. 
Threw wide the gates of everlafting day. 
And called mankind to glory, (hook off pain^ 
Mortality (hook off, in aether pure, %^ 

And ftnick the ftars 3 m^w feel my fpirits fail \ 
They drop me from the zenith 3 down I ru(h. 
Like him whom fable fledged with waxen wings. 
In ibrrow drown'd — ^but not in forrow loft. 
How wretched is the man who never mourn'd \ 141 
I dive for precious pearl In forro^s ftream ; , 
Not fo the thoughtlefs man that only grieves : 
Takes all the torment, and reje^ls the gain 
(Ineftimable gain 1) and gives heaven leave 
To make him but mofe wretched, not more wife. «5« 

If wifdom is our leflbn (and what elfe 
Ennobles man ? what elfe have angels learnt?) 
Grief I more proficients in thy fchool are made, 
Th3n genius, or proud learning, e'er could boaft. 
Voracious learning, often over-fed, S15I 

Digefts not into fenfe her motley meal. 
This book-cafe, with dark booty almoft burft, 
Thisy^r^^^r on others' wifdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reafon, quite untill'd. 
With mixt manure ihe furfeits the rank foil, i6o 

H ft Dung*d» 
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^he beaten fpaniel^ fondneft fi6t A> ftran^. 

To wave the numermis ills thst fdte on life 

As their own property, their lawful prey \ 315 

Ere man has meafur'd half hU ^eary ftage. 

His luxuries have left him no refervc, 

No maiden relifiiesi unbroarhM delights j 

On cold ferv'd repetitions he fubfifts, 

And in the taftclefs frefent chews the paft | 310 

Difgufted chews, and fcarce can fwallow down. 

Like lavifh anceftors, his earlier years 

Have difinherited his future hours. 

Which ftarvfe ott ortSj and glean their former field, 

Live ever here, Lorenzo ! — ^ihocking titonght * 325 
So (hocking, they who wifh, difown it too ; 
Difown from ihame, what they from folly crave. 
Live ever in the womb, nor fee the light ? 
For what live ever here ? — ^With labouring ftep 
To tread otir former foolfteps ? f*ace the ronnd 330 
Eternal? To climb life's worn, heaty wheel. 
Which draws up nothing new.? To beat, and beat 
The beaten track ? To bid each wretched day 
The former toock ? To furftit on the/rwr, 
And yawn our joys ? Or thank a mifcry 335 

For change, though fad? To ftewhat we havefeen ? 
Hear, till unheard, the fanie oM flabbcrM tale ? 
To tafte the tafted, and at each rettrn 
Lefs tafteful ? O'er our palates tto decant 
Another vintage ? Strain a flatter year^ 34.0 

Through loaded vclTeh, and a la^r tone ? 
Crazy machines to grind earl's wafled fruits I 

Ill-ground^ 
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Thcfc choicely cuUM, and elegantly rang'd. 
Shall form a garland for NarcifTa'^s tomb j 
And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 

Say on what themes Ihall puzzled choice defcend ? 
" Th' importance of contemplating the tomb} 495 
" WTjy men decline it 5 fuicide^s foul birth j 
" The various kind of grief 5 xht faults of age ; 
" And death's dread cbara^er^^invite my fong." 

And, firft th' importance of our end furvey'd. 
Friends counfel quick difmiflion of our grief : 300 

Miftaken kindnefs ! our heaits heal toofoon. 
Are tbey more kind than be, who ftruck the blow ? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, ' 

And banifli peace, till nobler guefs arrive, 
And bring it back, a true and endlefs peace ? 305 

Calamities ^xt friends : As glaring day 
Of thefe unnumbered luftres robs our fight \ 
Frofperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine, toman. 

The man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy fcenes, 310 
(Scenes apt to thruft between Us and Ourfelvcs !) 
Is led by choice to take his favourite walk, 
Beneath death's gloomy, filent, cyprefs (hades, 
Unpierc'd by vanity's fantaftic ray ; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his duft, 315 

Vifit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
Lorenzo ! read with me NarciflVs ftone j 
(Narcifla was thy favourite) let us read 
Her moral ftone j few doftors preach fo well ; 
Few orators fo tenderly can touch 320 

Hi- Ihc 
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The feeling heart. Whzt pathos in the date ! 

Apt words can ftrike : and yet in them we fee 

Faint images of what we, bertj enjoy. 

What caufe have <we to build on length of life ? 

^Temptations feize> yAktnfear is laid afleep \ 32 

And ill foreboded is our ftrongeft guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humbler fluine, 
Trutbf radiant goddefs ! Tallies on my foul, 
And puts delufion's dufky train to flighty 
Difpels the mifts our {SiXxry pajfions raife, 33( 

From objefts low, terreftrial, and obfccnc % 
And ihews the real eftimate of things j 
Which no man, unaffllfted, ever faw 5 
Pulls off the veil from <virtue^s rifing charms j 
Deters temptation in a thoufand lyes, 335 

^ruth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves. 
And all they bleed for, as the fummer's duft. 
Driven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horizon, gain new powers. 
See things invifible, feel things remote, 34.0 

Am prefent with futurities j think nought 
To man fo foreign, as the joys pojfefl 5 
Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the grave, 

"So/olfy keeps its colour in ker fight 5 
Pale ivorUly lui/dom lofes all her charms j 345 

In pompous promife, from her fchemes profound. 
If future fate fhe plans, *tis all in leaves. 
Like Sibyl, unfubflantial, fleeting blifs ! 
At the firft blafl it vanifhes in air. 
Not fo, celeftiali wouldft thou know, Lorenzo ! 350 
4 How 
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How differ ivorldfy fwiJUom, and di'vine ? 

Juft as the waning, and the waxing moon. 

More empty lAjorldly wifdom every day ; 

And every day more fair her ri^al ftiines. 

When later f there '8 lefs time to play the fool. 355 

Soon our whole tenn for wifdom is expir'd 

(Thou krow'ft fhe calls no council in the grave) : 

And everlafting fool is writ in fire. 

Or real wifdom wafts us to the fkies. 

As worldly fchemes referable Sibyls' leaves, 36© 
The good man's days to Sibyls' books compare, 
(In antient ftory read, thou know' ft the tale) 
In price flill* riiing, as in number lefs, 
Ineflimable quite his final hour. 
For That who thrones can offer, offer thrones j 365 

Infolvent worlds the purchafc cannot pay. 

" Oh let me die his death !" all nature cries. 

" Then live his life."— All nature faulters there. 

Our great phyfician daily to confult, 

To commune with the gra^ve, our only cure. 370 

What grave prefcribes the bed ? — A friend's j and yet. 

From a friend's grave how foon we difengage ! 

Ev'n to the deareft, as his marble, coldi 

Why are friends ravifht from us ? 'Tis to bind. 

By foft affeSiorCs tyes, on human hearts, 375 

The thought of death, v/hich reafon, too fupine, 

Or mifemploy'J, fo rarely fattens there. 

Nor reafon, nor afleftion, no, nor both 

Combined, can break the witchcrafts of the woild. 

Beholdy th' inexorable hour at handl 3^0 

H 4. B^hoid, 
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Behold, th' inexorable hour forgot I 

And to forget it, the chief aim of life. 

Though well to ponder it, is life*8 chief em/. ' 

Is death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote* 
That all-important, and that only fure, sf 

(Come when he will) an unexpe£led gueft ? 
Nay, though invited by the loudeft calls 
Of blind imprudence, unexpeftcd ftill ? 
Though numerous meffengers are fent before. 
To warn his great arrival. What the caufe, 39^ 

The wondrous caufe, of this myfterious ill ? 
All heaven looks down ailonifh'd at the fight. 

Is it, that life ha« fown \\tYJoys fo thick. 
We can't thruft in a fmgle care between ? 
Is it, that life has fuch a fwarm of caresy 395 

'Ilie thought of death can't enter for the throng ? 
Is it, that time fteals on with downy feet. 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream f 
To-day is fo like jejfer day » it cheats ; 
We take the lying fitter for the fame. 400 

Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a brook ; 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 
In the fame brook none ever bath'd him twice : 
To the fame life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the fame ; the fame we think 405 
Our life, though ftill more rapid in its flow j 
Nor mark the much, irrevocably laps'd. 
And mingled with the fea. Or fliall we fay 
(Retaining ftill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a veft'el on the ftream } 410 

In 
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In life emborkM, we fmoothly down the tide 

Of time defcendy but not on time intent; 

AmusMy unconfcious of the gliding wave ; 

Till on a fuddea we perceive a fliock ; 

We ftart, awake, look out 5 what fee we there? 415 

Our brittle bark is bnrft on Charon^s ihore. 

Is this the caufe death fHes all human thought ? 
Or is it judgment, by the <unli ftruck blind,. 
That domineering miftrefs of the foul 1 
Like him Co ftrong, by Dalilah the fair ? 4.20 

Or is it /ear turns ftartled r<a/&« back, 
From looking down a precipice fo fteep ? 
Tis dreadful 5 and the dread is wifely plac'd^. 
By nature, confcious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 4.25 

A flaming fword to guard the tree of life. 
By that unawM, in iife*s mod fmiling hour, 
The good man would repine; would yir^^ ]^y^* 
And bum impatient for his promised (kies. 
The bsulj on each punAilious pique of pride, 43t 

Or gloom of humour, would give rage the reinj 
Bound o'er the barrier, rufh into the dark. 
And mar the fchemes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo ?— Furies ! rife ; 
And drown in your lefs execrable yell 435 

Britannia's fliame. There took her gloomy flight. 
On wing impetuous, a black fullen foul, 
Biased from hell, wi^ horrid luft of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
So caird, fo thought— And then he fled the field. 440 

Left 
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Lefs bafe the fear of deatfa> than fear of life. 

O Britain, infamous for fmcide ! 

An ifland in thy manners, far ditjoia'd 

From the whole world of rational bcfide I 

In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head» 441 

Wafh the dire (lain, nor /hock the continent. 

But thou be (hock'd, while I dete£l the caufe 
Oi felf-ajfaulty expofethe monftcr's birth. 
And bid abhorrence hifs it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diftant fun j 45c 
The fun is innocent, thy clime abfolv'd ; 
Immoral cWmcs kind nature never made. 
The caufe I fing, in Eden might prevail, 
And proves. It is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The foul of man (let man in homage bow, 455 

Who names hlsfotd), a native of the /kies ! 
High-bom, and free, her freedom fhould maintain^ 
Unfold, unmortgaged for earth's little bribes. 
Th' illuftrious Ihanger, in tliis foreign land. 
Like ftrangers, jealous of her dignity, .460 

Studious of home, and ardent to return. 
Of earth fufpicious, earth's inchanted cup 
With cool refei-ve light touching, (hould indulge. 
On immortalityy her godlike tafte, 
nere take large draughts} make her chief banquet 
there, 465 

But fome rejeft this fuftenance divine; 
To beggarly vile appetites defcend j 
Aik alms of earth tor guefls that came from hea^ven i 
5ink imp Haves j and fell, for pre/ent hire. 

Their 
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Their rich reveriion, and (what ihares its fate) 470 

Their htXiy^ freedom, to the prince who fways 

This nether world* And when his payments fail. 

When his foul balket gorges them no more. 

Or their paird palates loath the baiket full} 

Are inftantly, with wild demoniac rage, 475 

For breaking all the chains of Providence, 

And bnrfting their confinement; though faft barr'd 

By laws divine and human ; guarded ftrong 

With horrors doubled to defend the pafs. 

The blacked, nature j or dire guilt can raife^ 4S0 

And moated round with fathondefs defiruSion^ 

Sure to receive, a^ whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Britons ! is the caufe^ to you unknown. 
Or worfe, o'erlook'd j o^erlookM by magiftrates. 
Thus criminals themfelves. I grant the deed 485 

Is madnefs ; but the madnefs of the heart* 
And what is that ? Our utmoft bound of guilt, 
A fenfual, unrefle£ling life, is big 
With monftrous births, and Suicide^ to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 490 
Heaven^ s law fupreme, and defperately ru(h 
Through facred nature's murder, on their own, 
Becaufe they never think of deaths they die. 
'Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain. 
At once to fhun, and meditate, his end. 495 

When by the bed of languifhment we fit, 
(The feat of ivifdom ! if our choice, not fate) 
Or, o^er our dying friends, in anguiih hang. 
Wipe the cold dew^ or f^Sy the finking head, 

• Number 
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Number tKeir moments, and, in every clocky 50c 

Start at the voice of an Eternity j 

Sec the dim lamp of life juft feebly lift 

An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 

Then fink again, and quiver into death. 

That moft pathetic herald of our own ; 505 

How read we fuch fad fcenes ? As fent to man 

In pcrfeA vengeance ? No ; in pity fent. 

To melt him down, like wax, and then imprefs. 

Indelible, death's image on his heart ; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf. 510 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we fmile. 

The mind turns fool, before the ch^pk is dry. 

Our quick-returning /^//jf cancels all ; 

As the tide ruihing rafes what is writ 

In yielding fands, and fmooths the lettered (hore. 515 

Lorenzo I haft thou ever weighM ^fighf 
Or ftudyM the philofophy of tears ? 
(A fcience, yet unle^Vur'd in our fchools ! 
Haft thou defcended deep into the breaft. 
And feen their fource ? If not, dcfcend with me, 520 
And trace thefe briny rivulets to their fprings. 

Our funeral tears from different caufes rife. 
As if from feparate cifterns in the foul, 
Of 'various kinds y they flow. From teftder hearts. 
By foft contagion call'd, fome burft at once, 525 

And ftreara obfequious to the leading eye. 
Some aflc more time, • by curious art diftill'd. 
Some hearts, in fecret hard, unapt to melt, 
S track by the magic of the pAlic eye. 

Like 
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Like Mofes** fmitten rock, gufli out amain. ,539 

■Some weep to ihare the fate of the deceasM> 
%o high in merit, and to them fo dear. 
They dwell on praifes, which they think they ihare \ 
And thus, without a blufh, commend themfelves. 
Some mourn, in proof, that fomething they could 
love : " 5J5 

They weep not to relieve their grief, but^^-xy. 
Some weep in perfect juftice to the dead. 
As confcious all their love is in arrear. 
Some mifchievoufly weep, not unapprizM, 
Tears, fometimes, aid the conqueil of an eye. 540 
With what addrefs the foft Ephefiaas draw 
Their fable net-work o'er entangled hearts ! 
As fccn through cryftal, how their rofes glow. 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek? 
Of her's not prouder Eg)^pt's wanton queen, 545 

Caroufing gemsj herfeif diHoWd in love. 
Some weep at death, abflra£Ved from the dead. 
And celebrate, like Chailes, their own deceafe. 
By kind conftru6lion forae are deemed to weep, 
fiecaufe a decent veil conceals their joy. 550 

Some weep in earneft, and yet weep in vain 9 
As deep in indifcretion, as in woe. 
Pajionf blind pailion ! impotently pours 
Tears, that deferve more tears j while reafon (leeps \ 
Or gazes like an idiot, unconcerned \ 555 

Nor comprehends the meaning of the ftorm j 
Knows not it fpeaks to ber, and her atone* 
Irratwnah. all forrow are beneath. 

That 
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That noble gift! that privilege of man! 
Tromforroiv^s pang, the birth of endlefs joy, $( 

But the/e are barren of that birth divine : 
They weep impetuous^ as the fummer ftorm. 
And full as fliort! The cruel grig/ Coon tam'd. 
They make a paftimc of the ftingkfs tale j 
Far as the deep refounding knell, they fpread 5^ 

The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more- 
No grain of laifdom pays them for their <woe. 

Haif-round the globe, the tears pumpM up by deal 
Are fpent in watering vanities of life 5 
In mzkingfoUy flourifti ftill more fair. 57 

'When the fick foul, her wonted ftay withdrawn. 
Reclines on earth, and forrows in the duft \ 
Inftead of learning, tbere^ her true f up forty 
Though there thrown down her true fupport to learn. 
Without heaven's aid, impatient to be bleft, 57 

:She crawls to the next ihrub, or bramble vile, 
'Though from the ftately cedar's arms flie fellj 
With ftale, forfwom embraces, clings anew. 
The ftranger w«ds, and blofToms, as before. 
In all the fruitlefs fopperies of life : 58c 

Prefcnts her nueed^ well fancy'd, at the ball, 
.And raffles for the death's head on the ring. 

Sq wept Aurelia, till the deftin'd youth 
Stept in, with his. receipt ibr making fmiles, 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 5S5 

.^0 wept Lorenzo fair ClariflTa's fate ; 
Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats 5 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his biith I 

Not 
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Not fuch, Narciffa, my diftrefs for Thee. 

1 11 make an altar of thy facred tomb, 59^ 

To facrifice to wifdbm. What waft Thou ? 

** Toufigy gay, 2,nd fortunate T"" Each yields a theme. 

ril dwell on each, to ftiun thought more fevere ; 

(Heaven knows I labour with feverer ftill !) 

I '11 dwell on each, and quite exhauft thy death. 595 

A foul without refleftion, like a pile 

Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, firft, ihy youth. What fays it to grey hairs 4 
Narciffa, I 'm become thy pupil noiv^^ 
Early, bright, tranfient, chafte, as morning dew, 600 
She fparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heaven. 
Time on this head has fnow'd ; yet ftill 'tis borne 
Aloft; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover'd with (hame I fpeak it, age fevere 
Old worn-out vice fets down .for virtue fairj .605 

With gracelefs gravity, chaftifing youth. 
That youth chaftis'd furpafiing in a fault. 
Father of all, forgetfulnefs of death : 
As if, like objedls preiling on the iight. 
Death had advanced too near us to be feen : 6x<i 

Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into right $ 
And men might plead prefcription from the gravej 
Deathlefs, from repetition of reprieve. 
Deathlefs ? far from it ! fuch are dead already j 
Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave. 6x5 

Tell me, fome god ! my guardian angel ! tell. 
What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 
The phantom of an age Hwixt us and death 

Already 
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Already at the doer ? He knocks^ we hear^ 
*And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 62{ 
Our untouched hearts t What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thoufand quivers 
Is daily darted, and is daily ihunn'd ? 
We ftand, as in a battle, throngs on thr4>ngs 
Around us. falling ; wounded oft ourfelves ; 62^ 

Though bleeding with oui* wounds, immortal Hill ! 
We fee time's furrows on another's brow. 
And death intrench'd, preparing his afTault^ 
How few themfelves in that juft mirror fee! 
Or, feeing, draw their inference as ftrong ! 630 

There death is certain i doubtful b^re : he mu/lf 
And Jbon ; we majf within an age, expire. 
Though grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green ; 
Like damaged clocks, whofe hand and bell diifent ; 
Fol^ fmgs Six, while Nature points at Twelve. 635 

Abfurd longe'vity ! More, more, it cries : 
More life, more wealth, more traihof every kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when reiifh fails i 
Obje^f and appetitey muft club for* joy i 
Shvll folly labour hard to mend the bow, 640 

Baubles, I mean, that (bike us from ^without. 
While nature is relaxing every ftring ? 
Alk thought for joy \ grow rich, and hoard nuitbin. 
Think you the foul, when this life's rattles ceafe. 
Has nothing of more manly to fucceed ? 645 

Contrail: the tafte immortal 5 learn ev'n now 
To reliih what alone fubfifts hereafter. 
Di^u'me, or noui^ henceforth your joys for ever. 

Of 
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Of age the glory is, to tjci/b to die. 
ThSat wifti is praife^ ^ndpromife j it applauds 65Q 

Paft life, and promifes our future blifs. 
What weaknefs fee not children in their fires.? 
Grand-climaAerical abfurdities ! 
Grey-hair'd authority, to. faults of youth, 
How fhocking: It makes folly thrice a fool 5 €55 

And our firft childhood might our laft defpife. 
Peace and efteem is all that age can hope. 
Nothing but njolfdom gives \hitfirfl\ the laft^ ' 

Nothing, but the repute of being tvtfe. 
Felly bars both ; our age is quite undone. 660 

What folly can be ranker ? Like our Ihadows, 
Our wiflies lengthen, as our fun declines. 
No wiih fhould loiter, then^ this fi^e the grave. 
Our hearts (hould leave the world, before the knell 
Calls for our carcafes to mend the foil. 6^5 

Enough to live in tempeft, die in port; 
Age fhould fly concourfe, cover in retreat 
Defefts of judgment ; and the twitt^s fubdue ; 
Walk thoiughtful on the filent, folemn fliore 
Of that vaft ocean it muft fail £0 foon ; 679 

And put good-nuorh on board ; and wait the wind 
That (portly blows us into worlds unknown j 
If unconjidgr'd too, a dreadful fcene ! 

All fliould be prophets to themfelves ; forefeje 
Their future fate; their future fate foretafte j 675 

This art would wafte the bitternefs of death. 
The thought of death alone, \\itfear deftroySt 
A difafFe£tion to ^^t precious thought 

VO.L. II. I 1$ 
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Not thus, our infidels th* Eternal drawy 225 

A God all o'er, confummate, abfolute, 
Full-orbMy in his whole round of rays complete : 
ney fet at odds heaven's jarring attributes ; 
And, with one excellence, another wound j 
Maim heaven's perfection, break its equal beams, 230 
Bid mercy triumph oveiv— God himfelf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praife : 
A God all mercy, is a God unjuft. 

Ye brainlefs wits ! ye baptizM infidels t 
Yc worfe for mending ! wafh'd to fouler flains I 235 
The ranlom was paid down ; the fund of heaven, 
Heaven^s inexhauftible, exhaufled fund. 
Amazing, and amaz*d, pourM forth the price, 
AH price beyond : though curious to compute. 
Archangels fail'd to cad: the mighty fum : 240 

Its value vaft, ungrafp'd by minds create y 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme, 

And was the ranfom paid ? it was : and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more ?) for you» 
The fun beheld it — no, the fliocking fcene 24.5 

Drove back his chariot : Midnight veiled his face 5 
Not fuch as tbir-, not fuch as nature maked; 
A midnight nature ihudder'd to behold ; 
A. midnight new! a dread eclipfe (without 
Oppofmg fpheres) from her Creator's frown! 250 

Sun I didft thou fly thy Maker's pain? Or ftart 
At that enormous load of human guilt. 
Which bow'd his blefTed head; o'erwhelm'd his crofs ; 
Made groan the centre; burfl earth's marble womb. 

With 
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Muft I thsnfortward only look for death > 
Back'ward I turn mine eye, and find him there. 710 
Man is a f^If-furvivor every year. 
Man, like a ftream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death *s a deftroyer of quotidian prey. 
My youth f roy noon-tide y His 4 my yefierdaj^ » 

The bold invader (hares the prefeat hour^ ytg 

Each nioment on the former fhuts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decreafe j 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 
Our birth is noticing but our death begun ; 
Aft tapers wafle, that inibmt they take fire. 726 

Shall we then fear, left that ihould come to pafsj 
Which comes to pafs each moment of our lives ? 
If fear we muft, let that death turn us pale. 
Which n^u«iersy?r^»^/i& and ardour j what remains 
Should rather call on death, than dread his call. 725 
Ye partners of my fault, and ray decline I 
Though tlefs of death, but when your neighbour'* s knell 
(Rude vifitant !) knocks hard at your dull fenfe. 
And with its thunder fcarce obtains your ear 1 
3e death your theme, in everyplace and hour; 730 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires ! 
A brother tomb to tell you ye (hall die. 
That death you dread (fo great is nature's (kill I) 
Know, you (hall court before you (hall enjoy. 

But you are learn'd j in volumes, deep you fit 5 73^ 
In wifdom, (hallow : pompous ignorance I 
Would you be ftill more learned than the leamM ? 

Learn well to know how much need not be known, 

\ .... - . 

I z And 
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And what that knoftuledgiy which impairs yoyxefsiife. 

Our needful knowlec^e, Hke our needful food, 74a 

Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common field % 

And bids all welcome to the vital £eaft. 

You fcorn what lies before y€fu in the page 

Of nature^ and $xperfenUi moral truth \ 

Of indifpenfable^ eternal fruit ; 745 

Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods : 

And dive wufcitnce for diftiagukfllM names^ 

Diflioneft fomenlalson of your pride t 

Sinking in virtue, as you rife in fame. 

Yotir learning, like the hmar beam, affords 750 

Light, but not heat ; it leaves you undevout> 

Frozen at heart, while jfpeculation ihines. 

Awake, ye curious indagators \ fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you kno#n. 

If you would- learn death'' s cbaretSlery attend. 755 

All calls of conduft, all degrees of health. 

All dies of fortune, and. all dates of age> 

Together fhook in his impartial urn. 

Come forth at random : or, if choice is made. 

The choice- is quite yjirr^V, and infults 760 

All bold conje^re, and fond hopes of man. 

"What countlefs multitudes not only Uave^ 

But deeply difafpmnt us, by their deaths I 

Though great our forrow, greater our furprizc. 

Lik« other tyrants, ^«i/]& delights to fmite, 'jC^ 

What, fmitten, moft proclaims the pride of power. 
And arbitrary nod. His joy fupreme. 
To bid the wretch furyive the fortunate; 
^* ' » The 
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The feeble wrap th' athletic in his ihroud ; 

And weeping fathers build their children s tomb : 770 

Me Thine, Narciffa I— What though ihortthy date ? 

yirtuej not rolling funs, the mind matures. 

That life is long, which anfwers life's great end. 

The time that bears no fruit, deferves no name ^ 

The man of wifdom is the man of years. . 775 

In hoary youth Methufalems may die j 

O how mifdated on their flattering tombe ! 

NarciiTa's jv«/^ has leclur'd me thu« far. 
And can \isx gakty give counfd too ? 
That, like the Jews fam'd oracle of gems, 780 

Sparkles inftru6iion \ fuch as throws new lights 
And opens more the charader of death \ 
111 known to thee, Lorenzo ! T^his thy vaunt x 
" Give death his due, the wretched, and the old ; 
** Ev'n let him fwecp his i-ubblHi to the grave j 785 

" Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 
" But own man bom to li've as well as </«>/' 
Wretched and old thou giv'ft him 5 young and gay 
He takes j and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, " That fartheft from tht fear, 790 
♦* Are often neareft to the Jlroke of Fate ?" 

All, more than common, menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers ihould emit a flame. 
Glad fpirits fparkled from NarciflVs eye, 79 it 

And made youth younger, and taught life to live. 
As nature's oppofites wage endlefs war, 
For this offence, as ti'eafon to the deep 

I 3 Inviolable 
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Inviolable ftupor of his reign, 

V/herc bifiy and turbulent ambition ^ fleep, ?oo 

Death took fwift vengeance. As he life detefts. 

More life is ftiU more odious ; and, reduc'd- 

By conquefty aggrandizes more bis power. 

But ivberefore aggrandized ? By heaven's decree. 

To plant the foul on her eternal guard, 805 

In aweful expe6lation of our end. 

Thus runs death's dread commiifion : ** Strike, butya ' 

** As moft alarm* the living by the dead." 

Hence j7ratagem delights him, zndfurprize. 

And cruel fport with man^s fecurities. 8ia 

Not iunple conqueft, triumph is his aim ; 

And, where leaft fear'd, there conqueft triumphs moft. 

This proves my bold aifertion not too bold. 

What are bis arts to lay our fears aflcep ? 
Tiberian arts his purpofes wrap up 815, 

In deep difiimulation^s darkeft night. 
LiLe princes unconfeft in foreign courts, 
Who travel under cover, death affumes 
The name and look of lije, and dwells among us. 
He takes all (hapes that ferve his black defigns : S20 
Though mafter of a wider empire far 
Than that, o'er which the Roman eagle flew* 
Like Nero, he 's a fidfer, charioteer. 
Or drives his phaeton, in female guiie ; 
Quite unfufpefted, till, the wheel beneath> ti^ 

His difarray'd oblation he devours. 

He moft afFe6ls the forms leaft like himfelf, 
His flcnder felf. Hence burly corpulence 
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Is his familiar wear, and fleek difguife. 

Btbind the rofy bloom he loves to lurk, 830 

Or ambufli iii a fmile ; or wanton dive 

In dimples deep ; love's eddies, which draw iff 

Unwary hearts, and fink them in defpair. 

Such, on NarciiTa^s couch he loiter'd long 

Unknown; and, when dete^ed, ftillwasfeen S35 

To fmile; fuch peace has innocence in death ! 

Moft happy they ! whom leaft his arts deceive. 

One eye on Jeath, and one full fix'd on heaveftf 

Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 

Long on his wiles a piquM and jealous fpy, S40 

I've leen, or dreamt I faw, the tyrant Jrefi j 

Lay by his horrors, and put on his fmiles. 

Say, Mufe, for thou remember'ft, call it back. 

And fhew Lorenzo the furprifing fcene 3 

If ^twas a dream, his genius can explain* S45 

'Twas in a circle of the gay I ftcod. 
Death would have enter'd ; Nature puftiM him back j 
Supported by a doftor of renown, 
His point he gain'd. Then artfully dlfmifl 
The fage 5 for death defignM to be conceal'd. 850? 

He gave an old vivacious ufurer 
His meagre afpeft, and his naked bones 5 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A ^zm^f6. Jjiendthrtft ; whofe fantaftic air, 
Wcll-fa(hion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 855 

He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of coftly linen, tuck'd his filthy fhroud. 
His crooked bow he ftraiten'd to a cane 5 

I 4 And 
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And hid his deadly ihafts in Myra's eye. 

The dreadful mafquerader, thus equipt, S6o 

Out-fallies on adventures. ASk you where ? 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts. 
Let tbit fuffice ; fure as night follows day. 
Death treads in pleafitre's footfteps round the worlds 
When //if^r^Ueads the paths, which r^<^ fliuns. 865 
When, againil reafofi, riot (huts the door. 
And gaiety fupplies the place oi fenfe. 
Then, forenaoft at the banquet and the ball. 
Death leads the dance, or fiamps the deadly dk $ 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. Sye 

Gaily caroufing to his gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs, to fee them laugh at him. 
As abfent far : and when the revel bums, 
'Whtiifear is baniih'd, and triumphant thought. 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, S75 

Againft him turns the key ; and bids him fup 
• With their progenitors— He drops his maik j 
Frowns out at full ; they ftart, defpair, expire. 

Scarce with more fudden terror and furprize. 
From his black mafque of niti*^, touched by iire, S80 
He burfts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours* 
And is not this triumphant treachery, 
And more thanfimple couquefl^ in the iiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, dofl thou wrap thy foul 
In ibft fecurity, becaufe unkijown S85 

Which moment is commiilion'd to deftroy ? 
In death'' s uncertainty thy danger lies* 
Is death uncertain ? Therefore Thou be fixt ; 

Fixt 
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FiztasaceotineU all eye, all ear, 

AU cxpeftation of the coming foe.' 890 

Roufe, ftand in arms, nor lean againft tliy fpear j 

Left flumber fteal one moment o>r thy foul, 

Aadfate furprize thee nodding. Watch, be ftrongj 

Thus give each day the merit, and renown. 

Of dying well $ though doom'^d but once to die, 895 

Nor let lifers permd hidden (as from moft) 

Hide too from Thee the precious ufe of life. 

Early, not fudden, wa» Narcifla^s fate. 
Soon, not furprifing, death his Tifit paid. 
Her thought went forth to meet him on hifr way, 90^ 
Nor gaiety forgot it was to die x 
Though yor/iMtf too (our third and final theme}, 
As an accomplice, playM her gaudy plumes, 
And every glittering gewgaw, on her fight. 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. . $0$ 

Death*! dreadful advent is the mark of man ; 
And every thought that miifes it, is blind. 
Fortune f vrith youth said gatetyy. confpirM 
To weave a tripie wreath of happinefs 
(If happinefs on earth) to crown her brow. 919 

And could death charge through fuch a fhining fhieldf 

That fliining (hield in'vites the tyrant's fpear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims,. 
And ftrongly preach humility to man. 
how portentous is profperity I 915 

How, comet-like, it threatens, while it (hines I 
Few years but yield us proof of deaths ambition. 
To cull his vi^ims from tlie faireft fold. 

And 
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And (heath his ihafts in all the pride of life. 

When flooded with aVundance, purpled o'er 92a 

With recent hononrs, bloomM with every blifs. 

Set up in oftentation, made the gaze. 

The gaudy centre, of the public eye, 

"When fortune thus has t<rf*s'd her child in air, 

Snatcht from the covert of an humble ftate, 925 

How often have I feen him dropt at once. 

Our moming^s envy I and our evening's iigh t 

As if her bounties were the fignal given, 

The flowery wreath to mark the iacriflce, 

i^nd call death's- arrows on the deftinM P'^* 93<>' 

High fortune feems in cruel league vnthfate, 
AQs. you for what ? To give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illuib-ious ipoil ; 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And bums Lorenzo ftill for the fublime 9J5 

Of life ? To hang bis airy neft on high. 
On the flight, timber of the topmoft bough, 
Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? 
Granting grim ileath at equal diftance there 5 
Yet peace begins jufl: where ambition ends. 940 

What makes man wretched ? Happinefs denfd f 
Lorenzo I nq : *Tis happinefs dtfdain^d. 
She comes too meanly dreft to win our fmile ; 
And calls herCelf -Content, a homely name ! 
Our flame is tranfport, and content our fcorn. 945 

Ambition turns, and fliuts the door againft her. 
And weds a toil^ a tempeff, in her fl:ead ; 
A tempeft to waarm tranfport near of kin. 

Unknowing 
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Unknowing what our mortal ftate admits, 

Lift's modeft joys we ruin, while we raife ; 95cr 

And all our ccftafies are wounds to peace ; 

Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And fince thy peace is dear, ambirious youth t 
Of fortune fond ! as thoughtlefs of thy fate ! 
As late I drew death's pifture, to ftir up 955" 

Thy wholfome fears j now, drawn in contraft, fee 
Q'x^ forttme^ s^ thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in air, the fportrve goddefs hangs. 
Unlocks her caflcet, fpreads her glittering ware. 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 969 

Her random bounties o^er the gaping throng. 
All rufh rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends 5 
Sons o'er their fathers, fubjefts o'er their kings, 
Priefts o'er their gods, and levers o'er the fair, 
(Still more ador'd) to fnatch the golden (hower. 96^5 

Gold glftters moft, where mirtue ihmes no more \ 
As ftars from abfent funs have leave to fhine. 
O what a precious pack of votaiies 
Unkennel'd from the prifons, and the ftews. 
Pour in, all Opening in their idol's praife j 97a 

All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand, 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morfel on morfel fwallow down unchew'd, 
Untafted, through mad appetite for more j 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and ravenous ftill. 975 
Sagacious All, to trace the fmalleft game. 
And bold to feize the greateft. If (bleft chance I) 
Court-zephyrs fwcetly breathe, they launch, they fly. 

O'er 
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Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death. 

And dips in 'venom his twice-mortal fting, 765 

Learn hence what honours, what lond paans^ due 
To thofe, who pufh our antidote afide ; 
Thofe boafted friends to reafottj and to many 
Whofe fatal love ftabs every joy, and leaves 
Death^s terror heightened, gnawing on his heart. 77* 
Thele pompous Ions of reafon idolized 
And vilify'd at once j of reafon dead, 
Then deifyM, as monarchs were of old ; 
What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow ? 
While lo'-ue of truth through all their camp refounds, 77 5 
They draw pride's curtain o'er the noon-tide-ray. 
Spike up their inch of reafon, on the point 
Of philofophic wit, calVd Argument 5 
And then, exulting in their taper, cry, 
*' Behold the fun :" and, Indian-like, adore. 780 

. Talk they of morals ? O thou bleeding Love 1 
Thou maker of nefu) morals to mankind ! 
'I'he grand morality is love of Thee. 
As wife as Soci-ates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they 'bate of that fublime renown) 785 

As twife as Socrates, might juftly ftand 
The definition of a modem fool. 

A Chriftian is the higheft ftile of man : 
And is there, who the bleifed Crofs wipes off. 
As a foul blot from his diflionour'd brow ? 790 

If angels tremble, 'tis at fuch a fight : 
The wretch they quit, dcfponding of their charge, 
More ^uck with grief or wonder, who can tell ? 
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Dvoig^d, but not dreft ; and rich to beggaiy . 

A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 

lUr/er*vanfs wealth, incumbered tvifdom mourns. 
And what fays genius ? " Let the dull be <wife.^'' 
' Genius f too hard for right, can prove it wrong i 265 

And loves to boail, where blufli men lefs infpirM. 

It pleads exemption from the laws oi fenfe \ 

Confiders reafon as a leveler ; 

And fcoms to fhare a bleiling with the croud. 

That wife it could be, thinks an ample claim S70 

To glory 9 and to pleafure gives the reft. 
' Craflus but fleeps, Ardelio is undone. 

Wifdom lefs fli udders at a fool, than wit. 

' But ^wifdom fmiles, when humbled mortals weep. 

Whenyorrwv wounds thebreaft, as ploughs the glebe, 475 
^ And heiarts obdurate feel her foftening fhower; 
t Her feed celeftial, then, glad nuifdom fows \ 
' Her golden harveft triumphs in the foil. 

If fo, Narciffa! welcome my Kelaffe\ 

I Ul raife a tax on my calamity, z8« 

And reap rich compenfation from my pain. 

I '11 range the plenteous intellectual field ; 

And gather every thought of fovereign power 

To chafe the moral maladies of man \ 

7)&oii(^i&//, which may bear tranfplanting to the ikies, 285 

Though natives of this coarfe penurious foil ; 

Nor wholly wither there ^ vihtcc ferapbs imgt 

RefinM, exalted, not annulled, in heaven. 

Reafon^ the fun that gives them birth, the fame 

la either clime, though more illuftrious there. 290 

Thcit 
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Thefc choicely cull'd, and elegantly i-angM, 
Shall form a garland for NarcifTa^s tomb $ 
And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 

Say on what themes (hall puzzled choice defcend ? 
" Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; 295 
" Wiy men decline it j fuicide's foul birth j 
" The various kind of grief j Xht faults of age ; 
" And death's dread cbara^er^-~\n\[te my fong*'' 
And, firft th' importance of our end furvey'd. 
Friends counfel quick difmiflion of our grief : 300 

Miftaken kindnefs ! our heaits heal toofoon. 
Are tbey more kind than be, who ftruck the blow ? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, • 

And banifli peace, till nobler guefls arrive, 
And bring it back, a true and endlefs peace ? 305 

Calamities 2irc friends : As glaring ^^ 
Of thefe unnumber'd luftres robs our fight $ 
Profperity puts out unnumbered thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine, to man. 

The man how bleft, who, fickof gaudy fcenes, 310 
(Scenes apt to thiuft between Us and Ourfelves !) 
Is led by choice to take his favourite walk. 
Beneath deaths gloomy, filent, cyprefs (hades, 
Unpierc'd by vanity's fantaftic ray ; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his duft, 315 

Vifit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs 1 
Lorenzo ! read with me NarcifiVs ftone j 
(Narcifla was thy favourite) let us read 
Her moral ftone ; few doftors preach fo well j 
Few orators fo tenderly can touch 320 

H 3 • Ihc 
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The feeling heart. Whzt pathos in the tfatef 

Apt words can ftrike : and yet in them we fee 

Faint images of what we, here, enjoy. 

What caufe have *we to build on length of life ? 

Temptations feize, Whtn fear is laid afleep j 325 

And ill foreboded is our ftrongeft guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humbler ihrine. 
Truth, radiant goddefs ! Tallies on my foul. 
And puts deluJiotCs duflcy train to flight} 
Difpels the mifts our fultry /^z^itj raife, 330 

From objefts low, terreftrial, and obfcene j 
And ihews the real eftimate of things \ 
Which no man, unafflifted, ever faw 5 
Pulls off the veil from 'virtue'' s rifmg charms j 
Detects temptation in a thoufand lyes, 335 

Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves, 
And all they bleed for, as the fumraer's duft. 
Driven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horizon, gain new powers. 
See things invitible, feel things remote, 340 

Am prefent with futurities ; think nought 
To man in foreign, as the joys pojfeft \ 
Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the grave, 

t^o folly keeps its colour in her fight j 
Pale nvorldly luifdom lofes all her charms ; 345 

In pompous promife, from her fchemes profound. 
If future fate flie plans, 'tis all in leaves. 
Like Sibyl, unfubftantial, fleeting blifs ! 
At the firft blaft it vanifhes in air. 
l^ot fo, celfjliali wouldft thou know, Lorenio ! 550 
4 How 
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How diiFer ijtjorldly nmfdomy and diime? 

Juft as the waning, and the waxing moon. 

More empty <worhUy wifdom every day ; 

And every day more fair her rifval fliines. 

When latery there \ lefs time to play the fool. 355 

Soon our whole teirn for wifdom is expir'd 

(Thou krow'ft (he calls no council in the grave) : 

And everlafting fool is writ in fire. 

Or real wifdom wafts us to the ikies. 

As worldly fchemes referable Sibyls* leaves, z^ 
The good man's days to Sibyls' books compare, 
(In antient ftory read, thou know'fl the tale) 
In price ftilt rifing, as in number lefs, 
Ineftimable quite his final hour. 
For That who thrones can offer, offer thrones j 365 
Infolvent worlds the purchafe cannot pay. 
" Oh let me die his death !" all nature cries. 
" Then live hr^ life."— All nature faulters there. 
Our great phyfician daily to confult. 
To commune with the gra've, our only cure. 370 

What grave prefcribes the beil ? — A friend's j and yet, 
From a friend's grave how foon we difengage I 
Ev'n to the deareft, as his marble, coldi 
Why are friends ravifht from us ? 'Tis to bind, 
By foft affeSliofi's tyes, on human hearts, 375 

The thought of death, which reafon^ too fupine. 
Or mifemploy'd, fo rarely fallens there. 
Nor reafon,- nor afFeftion, no, nor both 
Combined, can break the witchcrafts of the woild. 
Behold, th' inexorable hour at handl 3^«> 

H 4. BwhoM. 
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Behold, th' inexorable hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, the chief aim of Jife, 
Though well to ponder it, is life's chief end* 

Is death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote* 
That all-important, and that only fure, 3S5 

(Come when he will) an unexpefted gueft ? 
Nay, though invited by the loudeft calls 
Of blind imprudence^ unexpefted ftill ? 
Though numerous meffengers are fent before. 
To warn his great arrival. What the caufe, 390 

The wondrous caufe, of this myfterious ill ? 
All heaven looks down ailoniih'd at the fight. 

Is it, that life has fown \i<tx joys fo thick. 
We can't thruft in a iingle care between I 
Is it, that life has fuch a fwarm of cares ^ 395 

1'he thought of death can't enter for the throng ? 
Is it, that time fteals on with downy feet. 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream ? 
^o-day is fo like^^^r^i^, it cheats \ 
We take the lying filler for the fame. 400 

Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a brook \ 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 
In the fame brook none ever bath'd him twice ; 
To the fame life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the fame \ the fame we think 405 
Our life, though ftill more rapid in its flow \ 
Nor mark the muchy irrevocably laps'd, 
And mingled with the fea. Or /hall we fay 
(Retaining ftill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a veil'el on the ftream ? 4x0 

la 
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In life embarkM, we fmoothly down the tide 

Of time defcend, but not on time intent ; 

AmusM, unconfcious of the gliding wave ; 

Till on a fudden we perceive a ihock $ 

We ftart, awake, look out ; what fee we there? 4x5 

Our brittle bark is burft on Charon^ s (hove. 

Is this the caufe death ities all human thought } 
Or is tt judgment y by the fwill ftruck blind,, 
That domineering mifbefs of the foul t 
Like bim fo ftrong, by Dalilah the fair? 4x0 

Or is it fear turns ftartled reafouhAdHj 
From looking down a precipice fo fteep > 
*Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wifely placM>. 
By nature, confcious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a tetror kind, 425 

A flaming fword to guard the tree of life. 
By that unaw'd, in life's moft fmiling hour, 
The good man would repine ; would ya^^ joys> 
And bum impatient for his promisM fkies. 
The bad, on each punflilious pique of pride, 43t 

Or gloom of humour, would give rage the reinj 
Bound o^er the barrier, rufli into the dark. 
And mar the fchemes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo ?— Furies ! rife 5 
And drown in your lefs execrable yell 435 

Britannia'^s fhame. There took her gloomy flight, 
On wing impetuous, a black fullen foul, 
Blafted from hell, wi^ honid luft of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
So caird, fo thought— And then he fled the field. 440 

Left 
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Lefs bafe the fear of death, than fear of life. 

O Britain, infamous for fuicide ! ' 

An ijland in thy manners, far disjoined 

From the whole world of rationals befide ! 

In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head^ 445 

Wa(h the dire ftain, nor fhock the continent. 

But thou be (hockM, while I deteft the caufe 
Oi felf-aJfauUy expofethe monftcr's birth, 
And bid abhorrence hifs it round the world* 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diftant fun \ 450 
The fun is innocent, thy clime abfolv'd : 
Immoral cYimcs kind nature never made. 
The caufe I fing, in £den might prevail. 
And proves. It is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The foul of man (let man in homage bow, 455 

Who names his foul), a native of the ikies ! 
High-bom, and free« her freedom fhould maintain. 
Unfold, unmortgaged for earth'' s little bribes. 
Th' illuftrious fti'anger, in tliis foreign land. 
Like ftrangers, jealous of her dignity, ,460 

Studious of home, and ardent to return. 
Of earth fufpicious, earth's inchanted cup 
With cool referve light touching, fliould indulge. 
On immortality, her godlike tafte, 
^bere take large draughts j make her chief banquet 
there* 465 

But feme rejeft this fuH-enance divine j 
To beggarly vile appetites defcend j 
Aflc alms of earth for guefts that came from heaiven : 
5ink into Haves j and fell, £or prejent hire. 

Their 
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Their rich reverflon, and (what (hares its fate) 470 

Their native freedom, to the prince who fways 

This nether worlds And. when* his payments fail. 

When his foul bafket gorges them no more. 

Or their pallM palates loath the baiket ftiUj 

Are inftantly, with wild demoniac rage, 475 

For breai^ing all the chains of Providence, 

And barding their confinement; though* faft barrM 

By laws divine and human ; guarded ftrong 

With horrors doubled to defend the pafs. 

The blacked, nature^ or dire gmlt can raife^ 4S0 

And moated round with fathomlefs defiru&ion^ 

Sure to receive, a|^ whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Britons ! Is the caufcy to you unknown. 
Or worfe, o'erlook'd 5 o'erlook'd by magiftrates, 
T^hus criminals themfelves. I grant the deed 485 

Is madnefs ; but the madnefs of the heart* 
And what is that ? Our utmoft bound of guilt. 
A fenfual, unreflefting life, is big 
With monftrous births, and Suicide^ to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 490 
Heaven's law fupreme, and defperately rufli 
Through facred nature's murder, on their owBy 
Becaufe they never think of deaths they die. 
"•Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain. 
At once to fhun, and meditate, his end. 495 

When by the bed of languifhment we fit, 
(The feat of tm/dom I if our choice, not fate) 
Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguiih hang. 
Wipe the cold dew, or &^ the finking head, 

• Number 
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Number tKeir moments, and, in every clucky 509 

Start at the voice of an Eternity j 

Sec the dim lamp of life juft feebly lift 

An agonizing beam^ at us ta gaze, 

Then fmk again, and quiver into death, 

That moft pathetic herald of our own 5 505 

How read we fuch fad fcenes ? As fent to man 

In perfeft vengeance ? No ; in pity fent. 

To melt him down, like wax, and then imprefs, 

Indelible, deathl^s image on his heart ; 

Bleeding for others j trembling for himfelf. 510 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we fmile. 

The mind turns fool, before the ch^pk is dry. ' 

Our quick-returning /^//y cancels all j 

As the tide ruihing rafes what is writ ' 

In yielding fands, and fmooths the lettered fliore. 515 

Lorenzo! haft thou ever weighM ^figh? ^ 

Or ftudy'd the philofophy of tears ? 

(A fcience, yet unleftur'd in our fchools ! • 

Haft thou defcended deep into the breaft. 
And feen their fource ? If not, defcend with me, 520 
And trace thefe briny rivulets to their fprings. 

Our funeral tears from different caufes rife. 
As if from feparate cifterns in the foul, 
Of 'various kindsy they flow. From teftder hearts, ' 

By foft contagion calPd, fome burft at once, 5x5 ^i 

And ftream obfequious to the leading eye. P 

Some aik more time, • by curious art diftill'd. t 

Some hearts, in fecret hard, unapt to melt, > 

Stinick by the magic of the pAlic eye, '-i 

Like 
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Like Mofes^ fmitten rock, guih out amain. .539 

Some weep to ihare the fate of the deceasM, 
So high in merit, and to them fo dear. 
They dwell on praifes, which they think they ihare 5 
And thus, without a blufh, commend themfelves. 
Some moiun, in proof, that fomething they could 
love : 5J5 

They weep not to relie^ve their grief, hut Jbemj. 
Some weep in perfect juftice to the dead. 
As confcious all their love is in arrear. 
SoTne mifchievoufly weep, not unappriz'd. 
Tears, fometimes, aid the conqueft of an eye. 540 
With what addrefs the foft Ephefians draw 
Their fable net-work o'er entangled hearts I 
As feen through cryftal, how their rofes glow. 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ? 
Of ber's not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 545 

Caroufing gems, herfelf diflolv'd in love. 
Some weep at death, abftradled from the dead. 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own deceafe. 
By kind conihii6lion fome are deenCd to weep, 
Becaufe a decent veil conceals their joy. 550 

Some weep in earneft, and yet weep in vain j 
As deep in indifcretion^ as in woe. 
Paffion, blind paifion ! impotently pours 
Tears, that deferve more teais ; while reafon fleeps j 
Or gazes like an idiot, unconcerned ; 555 

Nor comprehends the meaning of the ftorm \ 
Knows not it fpeaks to ber, and her akm. 
Irrationals, all fonow are beneath. 

That 
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That noble gift! that privilege of man! 

From forrotv^s pang, the birth of endlefs joy« 560 

But tbe/e are barren of that birth divine : 

They weep impetuous, as the fiimmer ftorm, 

And full as fliort! The cruel ^nyfoon tam'd. 

They make a paftime of the ftinglefs tale 5 

Far as the deep refounding knell, they fpread 565 

The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 

No grain of <vi>ifdom pays them for their ivoe. 

Half-round the globe, the tears pumpM up by death 
Are fpent in watering vanities of life j 
In making y^i/y flouri(h ftill more fair. 570 

'Whfen the fick foul, her wonted ftay withdrawn^ 
Reclines on earth, and forrows in the duft ^ 
Inftead of learning, tberey her truefupporty 
Though there thrown down her true fupport to karn» 
Without heaven's aid, impatient to be bleft, 575 

.She crawls to the next flirub, or bramble vile, 
'Though from the (lately cedar's arms (he fell 5 
^With ftale, forfwom embraces, clings anew. 

The Granger weds, and blo(roms, as before, 

.fn all the fruitlefs fopperies of life: 580 

Prefents her nveedy well fancy'd, at the ball, 

.And raffles for the death"* s head on the ring. 

So w^pt Aurelia, till the de(lin'd youth 

Stept in, with hisreceipt /or making fmiles^ 

And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 5S5 

.So wept Lorenzo fair ClariiTa's fate 5 

Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats ; 

And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth I 

■ Not 
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^ot fuch, Narciffa, my diftrd's for Thee. 

I '11 make an altar of thy facred tomb, 59a 

To facrifice to wifdbm. What waft Thou ? 

** Touttgy gay, zndi fortunate T"* Each yields a theme. 

I'll dwell on each, to fliun thought more fevere j 

(Heaven knows I labour with feverer ftill !) 

I '11 dwell on each, and quite exhauft thy death, 595 

A foul without refle6lion, like a pile 

Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, firft, iky youth. What fays it to grey hairs 4 
Narciffa, I 'm become thy pupil nonv^ — 
Early, bright, tranfient, chafte, as morning dew, 600 
She iparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heaven. 
Time on this head has fnow'd ; yet ftill 'tis borne 
Aloft 5 nor thinks but on •another's grave. 
Cover'd with ftiame I fpeak it, age fevere 
Old worn-out vice fets down .for virtue fair.5 .^05 

With gracelefs gravity, chaftifing youth. 
That youth chaftis'd lurpafling in a fault. 
Father of all, forgctfulncfs of death : 
As if, like objedls prefling on the iight. 
Death had advanc'd too near us to be feen : 6i« 

Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into right ; 
And men might plead prefcription from the gravej 
Deathlefs, from repetition of reprieve. 
Deathlefs ? far from it 1 fuch are dead already y 
Their hearts are bury'd, and the wor-ld their grave* 615 

Tell me, fome god I my guardian angel ! tell. 
What thus infatuates ? what inchantmcnt plants 
The phantom of an age 'twixt us and death 

Already 
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Already at the doer ? He knocksj we hear^ 
*And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 620 
Our untouched hearts t What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thoufand quivers 
Is daily darted, and is daily ihunn'd ? 
We ftand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us* falling; wounded oft ourfelves | 625 

Though bleeding with oui* wounds, immortal ilill ! 
We fee time's furrows on another's brow. 
And death intrenched, preparing his aiTault^ 
How few themfelves in that juft mirror feel 
Or> feeing, draw their inference as (Irong ! 630 

There death is certain j doubtful b^re : he mufff 
And/oon i we jnay, within an age, expire. 
Though grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green { 
Like damaged clocks, whofe hand and bell diifent $ 
JFol^ fmgs Six, while Nature points at Twelve. 635 

Abfurd longe*vity ! More, more, it cries : 
More life, more wealth, more trafli^f every kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when relifh fails i 
ObjeSj and appetite, muil club for' joy i 
Shnll folly labour hard to mend the bow, 640 

Baubles, I mean, that ihike us from <witboutf 
While nature is relaxing every firing ? 
Aik tbougbt for joy 5 grow rich, and hoard nvitbin. 
Think you the foul, when this life's rattles ceafe. 
Has nothing of more manly to fucceed ? 645 

Contrail the tafte immortal ; learn ev'n now 
To relifli what alone fubiifts hereafter. 
Divine, or amCf henceforth your joys for ever. 

Of 
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Of age the glory is, to 'wijb to die. 
Tfet wifli is praifSi 2.nd proinife j it applauds 65^ 

I^ft life, and promifes our future blifs* 
What weaknefs fee not children in their fires? 
Grand-clima^erical abfurdities ! 
Grey-hair'd authority, to. faults of youth. 
How ftiocking; It makes folly thrice a fool ; J$^s 

And our firfl childhood might our laft defpife. 
Peace and e/feem is all that age can hope. 
Nothing but fwifdom gives the Jirfli the lajf^ 
Nothing, but the repute of being ivife. 
Foffy bars both ; our age is quite undone. 660 

What folly can be ranker ? Like our (hadows. 
Our wifties lengthen, as our fun declines. 
No wiih fliouid loiter, then, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts fhould leave the world, before the knell 
Calls for our carcafes to mend the foil. 6^5 

Enough to live in tempeft, die in port; 
Age fliould fly concourfe, cover in retreat 
Defefts of judgment i and the w/Z/V fubdue; 
AValk tho>iightful on the filent, folemn ihore 
Of that vaft ocean it muft fait fo ibon ; 670 

And put good'tvorh on board; and wait the wind 
That ihortly blows us into worlds unknown 5 
If unconfider^d too, a dreadful fcene ! 

All fhould be prophets to themfelves 5 forefep 
Their future fate; their future fate foretafte j 675 

This art would wade the bitternefs of death. 
The thought of death alone, the fear deftroys. 
A difaffe^lion to ^^t precious thought 

VOM II. I U 
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Is more than midnight darknefs on the foul. 

Which fleeps beneath it, on a precipice, 6Zo 

PutPd ofF by the firft blaft, and loft for ever. 

Doft aflcy Lorenzo^ why fo warmly preft. 
By repetition hammered on thine ear, 
'J he thought of death? That thought is the machine, 
7he grand machine! that heaves us from the duft, 685 
And rears us into men. That thought, ply'd home. 
Will foon reduce the ghaftly precipice k 

O'er-hanging hell, will foften the defcent, 
And gently flope our paflage to the grave ; 
Hqw warmly to be vvilh'd ! What heart of fleih 6^0 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes ? 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite ? What hand. 
Beyond the blackeft brand of cenfure bold, 
(To fpeak a language too ivell known to Thee) 
AVould at a moment give its Ail to chance, 6^^ 

And Jf amp the die for an eternity ? 

Aid me, NarcifTa ! aid me to keep pace 
V/ith defliny j and ere her fcifl'ais cut 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Pf moral death, that ties me to the world. 700 

Sting thou my flumbering rea/on to fend forth 
A thought of obfervation on the foe j 
To fally; and furvey the rapid march 
Of his ten thoufand mefTengers to man ; 
Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them all, 70^ 

All accident apart, by nature fign'd. 
My warrant is gone out, though dormant yet j 
Perhaps behind pne moment lurks my fate, 

Muft 
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Muft I then forv^ard only look for death > 
Bachward I turn mine eye, and find him there. 7x0 
Man is a lyf-furvivor every year. 
Man» like a ftream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death 's a deftroyer of quotidian prey. 
My youtby my noofi-tide. His 4 my yefierdaj^ * 

The bold invader (hares the prefoat hour« 7s ; 

Each moment on the former fliuts the grave* 
While man is growing, life is in decreafe j 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 
Our birth is noticing but our death begun ; 
As tapers y^afte, that inftant they take fire. 726 

Shall we then fear, left that ihould come to pafsj 
Which comes to pafs each moment of our lives ? 
If fear we muft, let tifat death turn us pale. 
Which n^Mwders flrettgtb and ardour i what remains 
Should rather call on death, than di*ead his call. 7*5 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline I 
Thoughtlefs of death, but when yoiu: neighbours knell 
(Rude vifitant !) knocks hard at your dull fenfe, 
And with its thunder fcarce obtains your ear 1 
3e death your theme, in everyplace and hour; 739 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires I 
A brother tomb to tell you ye (hall die. 
That death you dread (fo great is nature's (kill !} 
Know, you ihall court before you fliall enjoy. 

But you are learn'd j in volumes, deep you fit j 73 J 
In wifdom, fhallow : pompous ignorance i 
Would you be ftill more learned than the leam'd ? 
Lfarn well to know how much need not be knowff, 

I * And 
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And what tliat kno<vuledg£f which impairs yo\irfiM/e<, 

Oaxf needful knowlec^e, Hke our needful food, 74a 

UnhedgM^ lies open in life's common field j 

And bids all welcome to the vital £nft. 

You fcom what lies before you in the page 

Of nature^ and ^xperteme^ moral truth ; 

€)f.indirpenfable» eternal fruit; 745 

Fruity on which mortals feeding, turn ^ gods s 

And dive iru frience for diftinguiihM names, 

Diflioneft fomeii4iatk>n of your pride I 

Sinking in virtue, as you rife in fame. 

Yotir learning, like the hiiuir beam, a^^M^ds 750 

Light, but not heat ; it leaves you undevout. 

Frozen at heart, while fjpeculation (hines. 

Awake, ye curious indagators ! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you kno^. 

If you won M learn death's charaSler, attend. 755 

All cafts of condu^l;, all degrees of heal^. 

All dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 

Together fhook in his impartial urn. 

Come forth at random : or, if choice is made. 

The choice- is quite yjwf^V, and infults y6o 

All bold conje^re, and fond hopes of man. 

'What countlefs multitudes not only leave^ 

But deeply difappoint us, by their deaths ! 

Though great our forrow, greater our furpriw. 

Like other tyrants, death delights to fmite, 765 

What, fmitten, moft proclaims the pride of power. 
And arbitrary nod. His Joy fuprcme. 
To bid the wretch furtive the fortunate; 
'' > The 
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The feeble wrap th' athletic in his (hroud ; 
And weeping fathers build their cbildrcns tomb ; 77Q 
Me Thine, Narciffa I— What though ftiort thy date ? 
Ftrttiey not rolling funs, the mind matures. 
That life is long, which anfwers life's great end. 
The time that bears no fruit, deferves no name $ 
The man of wifdom is the man of years. . 775 

In hoary youth Methufalems may die $ 
O how mifdated on their flattering tombs 1 
Narciifa's jvj(/i& has leclur'd me thus far. 
And can her gaiety give counfel too ? 
That, like the Jews fam'd oracle of gems, 7 So 

Sparkles inftru^tion j fuch as throws new light, . 
And opens more the charaSier of death \ 
111 known to thee, Lorenzo ! This thy vaunt j 
** Give death his due, the wretched, and the old j 
** Ev'n let him fwcep his iiibbifti to the grave j 785 

'* Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 
** But own man born to li<ve as well as </iV/* 
Wretched and old thou giv'ft him j yaung and gay 
He takes j and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, ** That fartheft from the fear, 790 
** Are often neareft to xh&Jlroke of Fate ?" 

All, more than common, menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers ihould emit a flame, 
Glad fpirits fparkled from Narcifla's eye, 795 

And made youth younger, and taught life to live. 
As nature's oppofites wage endlefs war. 
For this oflence, as treafon to the deep 

I 3 Inviolable 
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Inviolable ftupor of bis reign, 

V/here lufty and turbulent ambitiofty (leep, ?oa 

Death took fwift vengeance. As he life detefts, 

More life is ftiil more odious ; and, reduc^d- 

By conquefl, aggrandizes more bis power. 

But ivberifore aggrandiz'd ? By heaven's decree. 

To plant the foul on her eternal guard, 805 

In aweful expectation of our end. 

Thus runs death's dread comniiffion : ** Strrke, buty^' ' 

" As moft aUrm« the living by the dead.^* 

m&^ce Jiratagem delights him, znd furpHze, 

And cruel fport with man's fecurities. 81a 

Not fimple coixqueft, triumph is his aim f 

And, where leaft fearM, there conqucft triumphs moft* 

This proves my bold affertion not too bold. 

What are his arts to lay our fears afleep ? 
Tiberian arts his purpofes wrap up 815, 

In deep diflimulation's darkeft nighf. 
LiLe princes unconfeft in foreign courts. 
Who travel under cover, death aflumes 
The name and look of life, and dwells among us. 
He takes all (hapes that ferve his black defigns : 820 
Though mafter of a wider empire far 
Than that^ &"cr which the Roman eagle flew* 
Like Nero, he 's a fidkr, charioteer, 
Or drives his phaeton, in female guife j 
Q^fte unfufpeCled, till, the wheel beneath> 825* 

His difarray'd oblation he devours. 

He moft affects the forms leaft like hlmfelf, 
His (lender felf. Hence burly corpulence 
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Is his familiar wear, and Heek difguire. 

Bebind the rofy bloom he loves to lurk, 830 

Or ambufh in a fmile ; or wanton dive 

In dimples deep ; love's eddies, which draw iit 

Unwary hearts, and fink them in defpair. 

Such, on Narciffa*s couch he loiterM long 

Unknown; and, when dete^ed, ftill was Teen 835 

To /mile i fuch peace has innocence in death ! 

Moft happy they ! whom leaft his arts deceive. 

One eye on death, and one full fixM on hea^ven. 

Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 

Iiong on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous fpy, 840 

I've feen, or dreamt I faw, the tyrant drefi j 

Lay by his horrors, and put on his fmiles. 

Say, Mufe, for thou remember'ft, call it back. 

And ihcw Lorenzo the furprifmg fcene j 

If ''twas a dream, his genius can explain* 845' 

'Twas in a circle of the gay I ftcod. 
Death would have enterM j Nature pufh'd him back j 
Supported by a doftor of renown. 
His point he gain'd. Then artfully difmifl 
The fage j for death defign'd to be conceard, 85* 

He gave an old vivacious ufurer 
His meagre afpeft, and his naked bones j 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey, '• 

A ^^ixnyer^d /pendthrift ; whofe fantaftic air, 
Well-fafhion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 85 j 

He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of coftly linen, tuck'd his filthy fhroud. 
His crooked bow he ftraiten'd to a cane i 

I 4 And 
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And hid his deadly flufts in Myra's eye. 

The dreadful roafquerader, thus equipt, 869 

Out-fallies on adventures. Aik you where i 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts* 
Let ibis fuffice; Aire as night follows day, 
Death treads in pleafure*s footfteps round the worlds 
When //^^r^txeads the paths, which r^^i/otr fliuna* 865 
When, againft reafoHy riot (huts the door. 
And gaiety ru{^lies the place of fenfe^ 
Then, foremoll at the banquet and the ball» 
Death leads the dance^ or ftamps the deadly die \ 
Illar ever fails the midnig^ bowl to crown^ 870 

Gaily caroufing to his gay con^>eers, 
Inly he laughs, to fee them laugh at him, 
As abfent far ; and when the revel burns, 
Wheny>«r is banifli'd, and triumphant thought. 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, S75 

Againft him turns the key ; and bids him fup 
With their progenitors— He drops his ma(k j 
Frowns out at full \ they ftart, defpair, expire. 

Scarce with more fudden terror and furprize, 
From his black mafque of nitre* touched by fire, 880 
He burfts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours* 
And is not this triumphant treachery, 
And more thanfimple conqtufiy in the £end ? 

And now, Lorenzo, doft thou wrap thy foul 
In ibft fecurity, becaufe unknown 885 

Which moment is commiiTion'd to deftroy ? 
In death^s uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is death uncerUin ? Therefore Thou be fixt 5 

Fixt 
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Fixt as a cei^tineU all eye, all ear, 

AU cxpeftation of tJie coming foe.' 890 

Roufe, iiand in arms, nor lean againft tity fpear $ 

Left flumber fteal one moment o'er thy foul. 

And fate furprize thee nodding. Watch, be ftrongj 

Thus give each day the merit, and renown, 

Of dying well i though doomed but once to die. S95 

Nor let lifers period hidden (as from moft) 

Hide too from Thee the precious ufe of life. 

Early, not fudden, wafr NarcifTa's fate. 
Soon, not furpriilng, death his vifit paid. 
Her thought went forth to meet him on his* way, 90^ 
Nor gaiety forgot it was to die t 
Though fortwu too (our third and final theme), 
As an accomplice, playM her gaudy plumes. 
And every glittering gewgaw, on her fight. 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. . 905^ 

Deatb^s dreadful advent is the mark of man } 
And every thought that mifles it, is blind. 
Fortune, vfith youth and gaiety r confpirM. 
To weave a triple wreath of happinefs 
(If happinefs on earth) to crown her brow. 919 

And could death charge through fuch a ihining (hitld^ 

That fhining fliield infuites the tyrant*s fpear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims,. 
And ftrongly preach humility to man. 
O how portentous is profperity I 91 5 

How, comet-like, it threatens, while it fliines I 
Few years but yield us proof of death'' 5 ambition. 
To cull his vi^ims from the faii-eft fold. 

And 
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And (heath his (hafts in all the pride of life. 

When flooded with abundance, purpled o>r ^itf 

With recent honours, bloom'd with every blifs. 

Set up in odentation, made the gaze. 

The gaudy centre, of the public eye, 

When/or/«w riius has tofsM her child in air, 

Snatcht from the covert of an humble (late, 925 

How often have I feen him dropt at once. 

Our morning's envy I and our evening's (igh t 

As if her bounties were the fignal given, 

The flowery wreath to mark the lacrifice, 

^nd call death's- arrows on the deftin'd prey. 930* 

High fortune feems in cruel league vrithfate, ■ 
A(k you for what ? To give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illuftrious fpoil \ 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And bums Lorenzo ftill for the fublime 975 

Of life ? To hang his airy neft on high. 
On the (light. timber of the topmoft bough, 
Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? 
Granting grim death at equal diftance there \ 
Y^t peace begins juft where ambition ends. 94a 

What makes man wretched ? Happinefs denfd? 
Lorenzo I no : *Tis happinefs difdain'd. 
She comes too meanly dreft to win our fmile ; 
And calls htr&ii 'Content, a homely name ! 
Our flame is tranfport, and content our fcorn. 945 

Ambition turns, and (huts the door againft her. 
And weds a toiU a tempefi, in her (lead j 
A tempeft to watrra tranfport near of kin. 

Unknowing 
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Unknowing what our mortal ftate admits, 

2«ffe*s niodeft joys we ruin, while we raife 5 95a 

And all our ecftafies are wounds to peace ; 

Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth t 
Of fortune fond ! as thoughtlefs of thy fate ! 
A» late I drew deatb^s picture, to ftir up 955" 

Thy wholfome fears j now, drawn in contraft, fee 
G^y fortune" Sf thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in air, the fporthre goddefs hangs. 
Unlocks her caiket, fprcads her glittering ware. 
And calls the giddy winds to puiF abroad 969 

Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
All ruih rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends; 
Sons o>r their fathers, fubje6ls o'^er their kings, 
Priefts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
(StilJ more ador'd) to fnatch the golden fhower. 96^5; 

Gold glitters moft, where 'virtue fhines no more j 
As ftars from abfent funs have leave to fhine. 
O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkennel'd from the prifons, and the ftews. 
Pour in, all opening in their idol's praife \ 97a 

All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand. 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morfel on morfel fwallow down unchew'd, 
Untafted, through mad appetite for more ; 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and ravenous ftill. 975 
Sagacious All, to trace the fmalleft game. 
And bold to feizc the greateft. If (bleft chance !) 
Court-zephyrs fwectly breathe, they launch, they fly. 

O'er 
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O'er juft, o>r facredy all-forbxdden ground^ 

Prunk with the burnixig fcent of place or power, 9S0 

Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 

Or, if for men you take them, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates furvey. 
With aim mif-meafurM, and impetuout fpeed. 
Some darting, ftrike their ardent wi^ far of£, 985 

Through fury to pofTefs it : Some fucceed. 
But ftumble, and let fall the taken pri^e. 
From fime, byTudden blafts, 'tis whiri'd away. 
And lodg'd in bofoms that ne'er dreamt of gain. 
To fame it fticks fo clofe, that, when torn off, 990 
Torn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, o'er-«aamour'd of their bags, run mad. 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 
Together ycw^ (unhappy rivals!) feizc. 
And rend abihndance into poverty; 9^5 

Loud croaks the raven of the law, and fmiles : 
Smiles too the goddefs j but fmiles mofl at thofe, 
( Juft viftims of exorbitant dcfire ! ) 
Who perifli at their own requeft, and, whelm'd 
Beneath her load of lavifli grants, expire. 1000 

Fortune is famous for her numbers (lain, 
The number fmall, which happinefs can bear. 
Though ^various for a while^their fates -, at laft 
One curfe involves them all : at death's approach, 
All read their riches backward into lofs, J005 

And mourn, in juft proportion to their ftore. 

And deatb^s approach (if orthodox my fong) 
Is haften'd by the lure oi fortune^ s fmiles. 

And 
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And art th^B llill a glutton of bright gold > 

And art thou §d\\ rapacious of thy ruin ? ioi.» 

Death loves a ihining marki a fignal blow ; 

A blowi which, while k executes, alarms 5 

And ftartirs thoufands with a iingle fall. 

As when fome il:atety growth of oak, or pine, 

Which nods alpft, and proudly fpreads her ftiade, 10 15 

The fun^s defiance, and the flock'*s defence ; 

By the ftrong ftrekes of labouring hinds fubdued, 

Loud groans her laft, and, rufhing from her height. 

In cumbrous ruin, thunders to the ground : 

The confcious foreft trembles at the fhock, io»p 

And hill, and ftream, and diftant dale, refound. 

Thefe high-aim'd darts of death, and thefe alone. 
Should I-colleft, my quiver would be full. 
A quiver, which, fufpehded in mid air, 
Ornear heaven*s archer, in the zodrack, hung, 1025 
(So could it ht) JbrnkL draw the {Public eye, 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind ! 
A confteilation awful, yet benign, 
To guide the^^y through life's tempeihious wave; 
Nor fuffer them to ftrike the com^non rock, 1030 

" From greater danger to grow more fee ore, 
" And, wrapt in happinefs, forget their fate/* 

Lyfander, happy pad the common lot. 
Was warn'd of danger, but too go^ to fear. 
He wooM the fair Afpafia : fhe was kind : 1055 

In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were bleft : 
All who knew, envyM ; yet in envy lov'd ; 
Can fancy form more finiflit happinefs ? 

Fixt 
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Fixt was the nuptial hour. Her ftately dome 

£oi^ on the founding beach. The glittering fpires 10401 

Float in the wave, and break againft the fliore : 

So break thofb glittering fhadows, human joys. 

The faithlefs morning fmil'd : he takes his leave. 

To re-embrace, in ecftafies, at eve. 

The rifing ftorm forbids. The news aijives : 1045 

Untold, flie faw it in her fervant's eye. 

She felt it feen (her heart was apt to feel) ; 

And, drown'd, without the furious ocean's aid. 

In fuffocating forrows, (hares his tomb. 

Now, round the fumptuous, bridal monument, 1050 

The guilty billows innocently roar ; 

And the rough failor pafling, drops a tear« 

A tear ?— Can tears fuffice ?— But not for me^ 

How vain our efforts I ,and our arts how vain 1 

The difiant train of thought I took to fhun, J055 

Has thrown me on my £zX.t-^Tbef€ died together j 

Happy in ruin ! undi'vorc^d by death ! 

Or ne>r to meet, or ne'er to part, is peac&— 

Narciffa I Pity bleeds at thought of thee. 

Yet thou waft only near me 5 not myfelf, 1060 

Survive myfelf P^-Tbat cures all other woe. 

Narcifla -lives ; Philander is forgot. 

O the foft commerce I O the tender tycs, 

Clofe-twifted with the fibres of the heart ! 

Which, broken, break than ; and drain off the foul 1065 

Of human joy; and make it pain to live—* 

And is it then to live ? Whenyi/rA friends part, 

■"Tis the furvivor dies^-My heart, no more. 

NIGHT 
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NIGHT THE SIXTH. 
THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

IN TWO PARTS* 

X^ontaining the Nature, Proof, and Importance, 
of Immortawty. 



PART THE FIRST. 

Where, among other Things, Glory and Riches 
are particularly confldered. 

T O 
THE RIGHT HON. HENRY PELHAM, 

FIRST LORD COMMISSIONER OF THE TREASURY, 
AND CHANCELLOR OP THE EXCU^qVEK, 



PREFACE. 

FE W ages Have been deeper in difpute about reli- 
gion than this. The difpute about religion, and 
the practice of it, fcldom go together. The fhorter, 
therefore, the difpute the better. I think it may be 
neduced to this fmgle queftion, Is man immortal, or is 
he not f If he is not, all our difputes are mere amufe- 
inents, or trials of (kill. In this cafe, truth y reafon^ 
religion^ which give our difcourfes fuch pomp and 

folemnity, 
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folemnity, are (as will be (hewn) mere empty feund^ 
without any meaning in them. But if man .is im- 
mortal, it will behove him to be very ferious about 
eternal cenfequences ) or,Jn other wor^s, to be truly 
religious. And this great fundamental truth, unefta- 
blifhed, or unawakened in the minds of men, is, I 
conceive, the real fource and fiipport of all our iniU 
delity ; how remote foever the particular obje^lions ad- 
vanced may feem to be from it. 

Senfible appearances afFeft moft men mijch more than 
ahfiraS reafomngs\ and we daily fee bodies drop around 
us, but th^ foul is inviiible. The power which incU- 
nation has over the judgmsntj is greater than can be 
well conceived by thofe that have not had an experience 
of it ; and of what numbers is it the fad intereft that 
fouls (hould not A>rvive ! The heathen workL confefled^ 
th^t they rather hoped, than firmly believed immor- 
tality ! And how. many heathens have we ftill amongft 
us ! The facred page aflfures us, that life and immor- 
tality is brought to light by the Gofpel : but by how 
many i& the Gofpel rejefted, or overlooked ! From 
thefe confiderations, and fi-om my being, accidentally, 
privy to the fentiments of fome particular perfons, I 
have been long perfuaded that moft, if not all, our in- 
fidels (whatever name they take, and whatever fcheme, 
for argument's fake, and to keep themfelve^ in coun- 
tenance, they patronize) are fupported in their deplo- 
rable error, by fome doubt of their immortartty , at the 
bottom. And I api fatisfled, that men once thoroughly 
convinced of their immortality, are not far .from being 
5 Chriftians» 
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-ChiiiEians. For it is hard to conceive^ that a man 
•fully confcious eternal pain or happinefs will certainly 
he lu« lot, ikottld act earaelHy, and invpaptiallyy eu^ 
quire after the liireft meaas of efcaping one^ and fe« 
curing the other. And of fuch an eameft and impar- 
tial inquiry^ I well know the confequence. 
' Here^ therefore, in proof of this moft fundamental 
truthy fome plain arguments are offered; arguments 
-derived from principles which Infidels admit in common 
with Believers ; arguments, which appear to me alto- 
gether irrefiftible; and fuch as, I am fatisfied) will have 
great weight with all, who give themfelves 'the fmali 
trouble of looking ferioufly into their own b6foms, and 
of obferving, with any tolerable degree of attention* 
what daily paiTes round about them in the world. If 
fome arguments (hall, bsrej occur, which others have 
declined, they are firbmitted, with all deference, to 
better judgments in this, of all points the Ttwft im- 
portant. For, as to the Being of a God, that is no 
longer difputed ; l)ut it is undifputed for this reafon only% 
w%. becaufe, where the leaft pretence -to reafon is ad- 
hiitted J it muft for ever "be indifputable. And of con- 
fequence no man can be betrayed into a difpute of that 
nature by 'vanity \ which has a principal (hare in ani- 
mating our modem combatants againft other articles of 
our Beiie£i 
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NIGHT VI. 

SHE * (for I know not yet her name in heaven) 
Not early, like Narciila, left thefcene^ 
Nor fudden, like Philander. What avail ? 
This feeming mitigation but inflames ; 
This fancy'd medicine heightens the difeafe, 5 

The longer known, the clofer ftill Ihe grew | 
yVnd gradual parting is a gradual death. 
'Tis the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts. 
By tardy preiTure's flill encreafmg weight, 
From hardeft hearts, confeilion of diftrefs. 10 

O the long, dark approach through years of pain. 
Death's gallery ! (might I dare to call it fo) 
With difmal doubt ^ and fable terror ^ hung; 
Sick hope's pale lamp its only glimmering ray : 
Xhere, fate my melancholy walk ordain'd, jj 

Fbxhid /elf 'Jo^e itfclf to flatter, there. 
How oft I gazM, prophetically fad I 
How oft I faw her dead, while yet in finiles ! 
In fmiles fhe funk ber grief to leflen mine. 
She fpoke me comfort, and increased ray pain, %o 

Like powerful armies trenching at a town. 
By (low, and iilent, but reilftlefs fap. 
In his pale progrefs gently gaining ground, 
Death urg'd his deadly fiege 5 in fpite of art, 
Of all the balmy bleffings nature lends 25 

To fuccour frail humanity. Yc ftars ! 
(Not novrjirfi made familiar to my fight) 

And 
• Rcfcrruig to Night V, 
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And thoU) O moon ! bear witnefs ; many a night 

He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 

Ty d down by fore attention to the fliocic, 30 

By ceafelefs depredations on a life 

Bearer than that he left me. Dreadful poft 

Of obfervation ! darker every hour I 

Lefs dread the day that droy« me to the brink. 

And pointed at eternity below 3 3 % 

When my foul fhudder'd at futurity; 

When, on a moment's point, th' important dye. 

Of life and death fpun doubtful, ere it fell, 

And tumM up life 5 my title to more woe. 

But why more woe ? More comfort let it be. 40 
Nothing is dead, but that which wifhM to die \ 
Nothing is dead, but wretchednefs and pain^ 
Nothing is dead, but what incumbered, gail'd. 
Blocked up the pafs, and barr'd from real life. 
Where dwells that wifli moft ardent of the wife ? 4^ 
Too dark the fun to fee it ; higheft ftars 
Too low to reach it ; death ^ great death alone, 
0*er ftars and fun, triumphant, lands us there. 

Nor dreadful our tranjition ; though the mind. 
An artift at creating felf- alarms, 59 

Rich in expedients for inquietude, 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death'' s portrait true ? The tyrant litvtv/at. 
Our (ketch all random flrokes, conje6^ure all ; 
Clofe Ihuts the grave, nor tells one fmgle tale. 5^ 

Death, and his image rifrng in the brain. 
Bear faint re&mblance 3 never are alike^ 

K 2 Feat 
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fear flinkes the pencil; Tamcy loves excefs; 

Dark Ignorance is laviOi of her ihades : 

Afid tbefe the formidable pidure draw. 60 

But grant the worftj 'tis pafti new profpe^ rife j 
And drop z veil eternal o^er her tomb. 
Far other views our contemplation claim. 
Views that overpay the rigours of our life 5 
Views that fufpend our agonies in death. 65 

Wrapt in the thought of immortality ^ 
Wrapt io the fmgle, the triitmphant thoaght! 
Long life might iapfe, age unperceiT'd come on j 
And find the foul vnfated with her theme. 
It)i naturej proofs importance, fire my fong. 70 

O that my ibng could emulate my foul ! 
Like her, immortal. No !-»the foul difdains 
A mark fo mean j far nobler hope infUmes ^ 
If endlefs ages can outweigh' an hoor, 
Let not the laurel, but the pabn, in^ire. 7^ 

Thy nature, immortality 1 who knows > 
And yet who knows it not ? It is but life 
In Wronger thread of brighter colour fpun. 
And fpun forever; dipt by cruel fate 
hi Stygian dye, how black, how brittle here t 80 

How (hort our correfpondence with the fun ! 
And while it lafts, inglorious 1 Our beft deeds^ 
How wanting in their weight 1 Our higheft joys 
Small coirdials to fupport us in our piiin, 
^nd give us ftrength to fufller. But how great ig 
To mingle interefts, converfc, amities,^ 
With all the fo^« of reafoMi icatter'd wide 

Through 
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Through hatitable fpace, wherever born, 
However endowed ! To live free citizens 
cOf univerfal niture I T0 lay hold 90 

By more than feeble ^iM on the Supreme i 
To call heaven's rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines, vrhidi fupport archangels in their ftate) 
Our own 1 To rife, in fcience, as in blii's, 
(^Imtiate iil the fecrets of the ikies 1 95 

To read creation j read its mighty plaid 
In the bare bofom of the Deity \ 
The plan, and execution, to collate ! 
To fee, before each glance of piercing thought^ 
AX\ cloud, all ihadow, blown remote } and leave 100 
No ^royftery— but that of Love Divine, 
Which lifts us on the feraph'fe flaming wing. 
From earth*s aceldama, this £eld of blood. 
Of inward anguiih, and of outward ill^ 
;f com darl^nefs, and from duA, tojuch a fcene ! 105 
Love'^s element ! true joy*s illuilrious home 1 
■From eartK's fad contrail (now deplor'd) more fair*. 
What exquifite viciflitude-of fate I 
Bleft abfolution of our blackeii hour! 

'Lorenzo, tfaefe are thoughts that make man Man, 1 10 
The wife illumine, aggi-andize the g^eat. 
How great (while yet we tread the kindred clod. 
And every moment fear to fink beneath 
The clod ^we tread '5 foon trodden by our fons) 
;How great, in the wild whirl of Th;ie^s pui fuits, 115 
To ftop, and paufe, involv'd in high prefage. 
Through the long viSto of a thoufand years, 

K 3 To 
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To ftand contemplating our dsftant ielves. 

As in a magnifying mirror feen^ 

:£nlarg'd. Ennobled, Elevate^ Divine! tT» 

To prophefy our own futuritie» ; 

To gaze in thought on what all thought tranfcends ! 

To talk) with fellow-candidates, of joys 

As far beyond conception as defert, 

Ourfelves th* aftonifh'd talkers, and the tale t X35 

Lorenzo, fwells thy bofom at the thought ? 
The fwell becomes thee : 'Tis an honeft pride* 
Revere thyfelf ; — and yet thyfelf defpife. 
His nature no man can o'er-rate } and none 
Can under-rate his merit. Take good heed, x 30 

Nor there be modeil, where thou (hould'ft be proud $ 
That almpft univerfal error fhun* 
Howju/t our pride, when we behold tbrfe heights ! 
Not thofe ambition paints in air, but thofe 
Reafin points out, and ardent ^virtue gains ; 135 

And angels emulate $ our pride how juft ! 
When mount we ? When thefe fhackles caft ?. When quit 
This cell of the creation ? This fmall neft, 
Stuck in a comer of the univerfe, 
.Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-fpun air ? 140 

Fine-fpun to fenfe j but grofs and feculent 
To fouls celeftial ; fonls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambrofial gales, and drink a purer iky ; 
Greatly triumphant on Timers farther ihore. 
Where ^virtue reigns, enrtch'd with full arrears % 14.5 
While pomp imperial begs an alms of peace. 

In empire high, or in proud fcieace deep, 

Ve 
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Ye born of earth ! on what can you confer. 

With half the dignity, with half the gain, 

The guft, the glow of rational delight, 1 50 

As on this theme, which angels praife and ihare ? 

Man^s ^tes and favours are a theme in heaven. 

What wretched repetition cloys us beref 
What periodic potions for the fick ! 
DiilemperM bodies ! and diftemper'd minds ! 155 

In an Eternity, what fcenes ihall ftrike ! 
Adventures thicken I novelties furprize ! 
What webs of wojider (hall unravel, there ! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven. 
And light th' Almighty's footileps in the deep I 160 
How ihall the blefled day of our difcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate. 
And ftraiten its inextricable maze ! 

If inei^tinguiihable thirft in man 
To know ; how rich, how full, our banquet there ! 165 
There y not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
The world material^ lately feen in fhades. 
And, in thofe fhades, by fragments only feen. 
And feen thofe fragpnents by the labouring eye. 
Unbroken, then, illuftrious and intire, 170 

Its ample fphere, its univerfal frame. 
In full dimenflons, fwells to the furvey ; 
And enters, at one glance, the raviiht fight. 
From fome fuperior point (where, who can tell ? 
Suffice it, 'tis a point where gods refide) 175 

How (hall the ftranger man's illumin'd eye. 
In the vaft oceai^.of unbounded fpace, 

. K 4. Behold 



Behold an iniake of boating wotids 

Divide the cryftalMraves'df «ther pure, 

|a -endlefs voyage, wi^out^port ? The kmji Tfo 

Of theiedtillmtnafed'orbft, hoi<ii great » 

Great a^tbey are, what xuHnbers Tfaiie fiirpsity 

Huge, as Leviathafi, to tiiatiinail race, 

Thofe twinkling multatudes of Ikde life, 

Hc'fwallo\f» unperceiv'd ? Stupemlous Thefe ! j^ 

Yet what are theie ftupendovs ta the *wh§ie if 

As particles, as atoms ill perceiy'd j 

As circulating globules in o«r veins: $. 

So vaft the plan. Fecundity divlfle ! 

Bibiberaiit Source \ perhaps, I wrong theeftiJL r^o^ 

If admiration is a iburce of joy, 
What tran^oct hence! yet this the leaft in htaiFeti. 
What this to that illuftrious robe i^Sr 'wears, 
Wlu> toft this mafs of wonders from his bond, 
A if ecimen, vi eameft of his power P 195 

"Tis to tbatgUryy whence all glory flows. 
As tlie mead*s meaneft floweret to the fun. 
Which gaf« it birth. But what, this fun of heaven T 
This bliia fiipreme of die fupremely bleft ? 
Beath,. only de^th, the queftion can refolve. aoor 

By death, cheap-bought th' ideas of our joy \ 
The bare ideas ! folid happinefs 
80 diftant fvom its Ihadow chas*d below. 

And 'chafe we ftill the phantom through the firt, 
O^er bog, an4 brake, and preci jMce, till death } S05 
And toil we ftill for fublunary pay ? 
Defy the dangers d the field and £ood. 
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Or» fpider-like» fpSn oUt our peecious All» 

Our more than vilods fpin (if no n^gfortl 

cTo great Bitarity) in curioBs webs %ix^ 

Of fubtle thoQghty and exquifite defign i 

(Fine net-work- of the hcain t) to catch a fly I 

The momentary buz of vain renown ! 

A name I a mortal immortality f 

Or (meaner ftill I) infttad of grafping air, %t^ 

For fordid lucre plimg^ we in the mice? 
Drudge, fweat^ through every ihame, &r every gain^ 
For vile contaminating trafli ; throw up- 
Our hope- in heaven, our dignity with man ? 
And deify the dirt, maturM to gold ? MO. 

Ambition^ avarice i the two tUmons theie. 
Which goad through every iloiygh our human herd». 
Hard trayerd from the cradle to the grave* 
How low the wretches- ftoopl How fteep they climb ( 
Thefe demons burn mankind \ but moft p^flefa »a^ 
Lorenzo^s bofom, and turn out the fkie&. 

Is it in time to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom on the ihore< 
To cover ocean ? or a mote, the fun ? 
^kry and 'wealth ! have they this biindihg power? «^ 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it furprize thee ? JBe thou then furprizM ; 
Thou neither know^ft : their nature learn fmm aie. 

Mark well« as foreign as thefe fulyeSs feem. 
What clofe connexion ties them to my theme. 23^ 

Firft, what is true ambition ? The purftiit 
Of glory, nothing lefs than man can ihare. ' 

Were 
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Were they as vain as gaudy-minded man. 
As flatulent with fumes of felf-applaufe. 
Their arts and conquefts animab mig^t boaft, 240 

And claim their laurel crowns, as well as We \ 
But not celeftiid. Here we ftand alone \ 
As in our form, diftin^, pre-eminent 5 
If prone in thought, our ftature is our ihame : 
And man ihouldbiuih, his forehead meets the ikies. 245 
The 'vifible and frefent are for brutes, 
A ilender portion ! and a narrow bound I 
Thefe reafon, with an energy divine, 
Overleaps } and claims they»/»r^ and unfeen; 
The vaft unfeen ! the future fathomlefs ! 25* 

When the great foul buoys up to this high pointy . 
Leaving grofs nature'' s fediments below, 
Then, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 
The fage and hero of the fields and woods, 
• AiTerts his rank, and rifes into man. 255 

ms is ambition : This is human fire. 

Can parts ov place (two bold pretenders t) make 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng ? 

Genius and art^ ambition's boafted wings. 
Our boaft but ill dcferve. A feeble aid ! 266 

Dcdalian enginery ! If Thefe alone 
Aifift our flight, fame's flight is glarfs fall. 
Heart merit wanting, mount we ne^er fo high. 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch, when I behold 5 265 

When I behold a genius bright, and bafe. 
Of towering talents, and tcnctti lal aims j 
' . :t Methinks 
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Methinks I fee, as thrown from her high fphere. 

The glorious fragments of a fonl immortal, 

With nibbifh mix*d, and glittering in the duf^. 279 

Struck at the fplendid, melancholy fight, 

At once comfaffion foft, and eniyy rife— 

But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-bright. 

If wanting worth, are (hining inffaiiments 

In falfe ambition''s hand, to finifli faults 275 

lUuihibus, and give infamy renown. 

Great iU\s an atchlevement of great fomjers* ' 
Plain fenfe but rarely leads us far aftray. 
Reafott the means, affeBions chufe our end; 
Means have no merit, if our end amifsr. 2S0 

If wrong our hearts, our heads ai*e right in vain \ 
What is a Pelham*s head, to Pelham's heart ? 
Hearts are proprietors of all applaufe. 
Right ends, and means, make wifdom ; Worldly-wifc 
Is but >&«^-witted, at its higheft praife. 285 

Let genius then defpair to make thee great 5 
Nor fLaXter flation : What is ftation high ? 
*Tis a proud mendicant; it boafts, and begs j 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng. 
And oft the throng denies its charity. ' 2^ 

Monarchs and miniflers are awful names ; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir* 
Religion, public order, both exaA 
External homage, and a fupple knee. 
To beings pompoufly fet up, tofeiVe 295 

The meaneft (lave ; all more is merit's due. 
Her facred and inviolable right ; 

Nor 
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Nor ever paid the.MMJtorr^y but the n^nr. 

Our hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior *wortii 

^Qr ever fail of their aiiegiance there. 309 

Foolsy indeed, drop the man in their accouat. 

And vote the mantle into majefty. 

Let tUtktfmaUJa'vage boaft his iJlver fur ; 

His royal robe unborrowed, and unbought« 

|lis (ywn, defcendin^ fairly from his iires. 305 

Shall man be proud to wear b'u livery. 

And fouls in ermin fcorn a foul without ? 

Can place or leiTen us, or aggrandize ? 

Fygpiies are pygmies Hill, though perch'd on Alps $ 

.^d pyramids aie pyramids in vales. '310 

Each man makes his own ftature, builds himfclf : 

Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids s 

Her roonwnents ihall iaft, when Egypt's fall. 

Of thefe fure truths doft thou demand the caufe } 
The caufe is lodged in immortality* 3x5 

tiear, and aflent. Thy bofom bums for power ; 
What ftation charms thee ? I '11 inftall thee there i 
'Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waft fomething lefs than man. 
|las thy new pod betray 'd thee into pride ? 32a. 

That tieacherous pride betrays thy di(giiity ; 
That pride 4efames- humanity, and calls 
TJhe being mean, which /tf^jf or^wr^jcan raiiib. 
That pride, like l^ooded hawks, in darknefs foars, 
From blindnefs bold, and towering to the ikies. 325 
*Tis born of ignorancey which knows not man j 
A& angel's fecond \ nor liis fecond, long. 

A Nero 
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A Mero quitting his imperial throne. 

And courting glory from the tinkling dtting. 

But faintly ihadows an immortal (bul, ^30 

With empire^s fklf, to pride, or rapture, firM. 

If nobler motives minifter no cure, 

£v^n tanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place: *tis more; 
It ttiakes the poft ftand candidate for Thee ; 335^ 

Makes more than monarchs, makes an honeft manj 
Though no exchequer it commands, *tis wealthy 
And though it wears no ribband^ ^tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, though difgrac*<!. 
Not leave thee pendent on a matter's fmile. 34^ 

Other ambition nature interdi6t6 ; 
Nature proclaims it moft abfurd in man^ 
By pointing at his origin, and end} 
Milk, and a fwathe, atfirft^ his whole demand} 
Hi» whole domain, at lafiy a turf, or ftone j 345 

To whom, , bttnveetii a world may feem too fmalL 

Souls truly gi*eat dart forward on the wing 
01 jufi ambition, to the. grand refult. 
The curtain's fell; there, fee the bufkin'd chief* 
Unihod behind this momentary fcene ; 35# 

R^ucM to his own ftature, low or high, 
As vice, or virtue, finks htm, or fublimes j 
And laugh at this fentaftic mummery. 
This antic prelude of grotefque events. 
Where dvvfrfs are often ftilted^ and betray 355' 

A littlenefs of foul by worlds o'er-nin, 
And nations fhid in blood. Bneac^ ^vsti&it 

S T. 
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To Cbriftian pride ! which had with horror ihock'd 
The darkeft pagans offered to their gods. 

O thou mofl Cbriftian enemy to peace i 360 

Again in anas ? Again provoking fate ? 
That prince, and That alone, is truly gi'eat. 
Who draws the fword relu^ant, gladly (heathes ; 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs. 
And makes his throne a icafFold to the ikies* 365 

Why this fo rare ? Because forgot of all 
The day of death ; that venerable day. 
Which fits as judge ; that day, which /hall pronounce 
On all our days, abfolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo, never ihut thy thought againft it ^ 37a 

Be le*vees ne^er fo full, aftbrd it rooniy 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend confulted, flatteries apart. 
Will tell the fair, if thou art great, or mean« 
. To doat on aught may leave us, or be left, 37^ 

Is That ambition f Then let flames defcend. 
Point to the centre their inverted fpires, 
And learn humiliation from a foul. 
Which l)oafts her lineage from celeftial fire. 
Yet tbefe are they the world pronounces wife; ^%o 

The world, which cancels nature's right and wrong. 
And cafts nrw wifdom : ev'n the grave man lends 
His folemn face, to countenance the coin. 
Wifdom for paits is madnefs for the whole. 
This ftamps the paradox, and gives us leave 385 

To call the wifeft weak, the richeft poor, 
The moft ambitious, unambitious, mead| 

In 
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In triumph, mean$ and abje£t, on a throne. 

Nothing can make it lefs than mad in man. 

To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 399 

And give his foul her full unbounded flight. 

But reaching Himy who gave her wings to fly. 

When blind ambition quite miftakes her road. 

And downward pores, for that which fhines above, 

Subftantial happinefs, and true renown $ 395 

Then, like an idiot, gazing on the brook^ 

We leap at ftars, .and faften m the mud ; 

At glory grafp, and fink in infamy. 

Ambition /. povrerful fource of good and ill ! 
Thy ftrengtk in man, like length of wing in birds, 40bk 
When difengagM from earth, with greater eaie 
And fwifter flight tranfports us to the ikies $ 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemir'd, 
It turns a curfe ; it is our chain, and fcourge. 
In this dark dungeon, where conflnM we lie, 405 

Clofe-grated by the fordid bars oi finfe \ 
All profpedl of eternity (hut out ; 
And, but for execution^ ne'er fet free. 

With error in ambition juftly charged. 
Find we Lorenzo wifer in his ivealtb ? 410 

What if thy rental I reform ? and draw 
An inventory nenu to fet thee right ? 
Where thy true treafuref Gold fays, " Not in mc :" 
And, **• Not in me,'' the diamond. Gold is poor; 
India 's infolvent: feek it in thyfelf, 415 

Seek in thy naked felf, and find it there \ 
In being fo defcendedj fonn'd^ endow'd % 

Sky- 
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^ky-born,. iky-^ided, iiiy-retuniu^ race ! 
J)re6l, immortal, radonaly divmel 
isifenfeSf which; inhoiit eaxtfa^ and heasrenA; 420 

Enjoy the various riches Mature yields ; 
JPar nobler ! gi^te the nchea they enjoy; 
Give tafte to fruit&$ and harmony to grores^ 
^heir radiant beams to gold, and goid'-s bright £re ; 
^ake iiij at^nce, the iaodfe^ of Jtfae worU, 4^^ 
At a imall ii)lety which a. grain might cloie» 
And half creafte the wondrous world they fee* 
Our fenfes, as our reafsn^ are dmiie« 
£ut for the magic organ's powafal charmy 
Basth wot a lude, -vncoiour'd chaos, ftilU , 4,3* 
CbjeSis are but th7 occafion ; ours tk* i^^tiott^ 
Ours is the cloth> the pencil, ajid the painty 
Which nature's admirable pi6hixt draws j 
And beautifieB creatien's ample dome. 
Like Milton's £ve, when gazing <m the lake, 4.35 

31an makes the matckkfs image, man admires. 
.Say then. Shall man, his thoughts all fent abroad, 
Superior wonders in himfelf forgot, 
.His admiration wafte on obje£Vs -round. 
When heaven makes him the foul of all he fees? 440 
Abfurd ! not rare ! fo great, fo mean, is- man. 

What wealth in fmfes fuch as thefe ! What wealth 
Ixi fancy, firM to fomi a fairer fccne 
Thany?«/^ funreys ! in TJttmorfs firm record. 
Which, (hould it perifli, could this worid recall 445 
From the dark fhadows of o'crvi4iclming years ! 
In colours frcfli, originally bright, 

Preferve 
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Prefenre its portratty and report its fate I 
What wealth in inteiie&t ^^^ fbvereign power ! 
Whichyh^ 2XiA fancy fummons to the bar j. 4^^ 

Interrogates, approves, or leprehends ; 
And from the mafs thofe ttnderlings impart* 
From their materials fifted, and refined. 
And in truth^s balance accurately weighM, 
Forms art, aadfiietwe, government, and lawi 45 j 
The fblid bails, and the beauteous frame, 
The vitals, and the grace of cwil life t 
And manners (fad exccg^tion 1) fet afide. 
Strikes out, with mafter hand, a copy fajr 
Of His idea, whoCe indulgent thought 4€» 

Long, long, ere chaos teem*d, plann*d bumanh\\£%. 

What tve^itb in ibuk that fbar, dive, range arounc!, 
Difdaining limit, or frpm place, or time ; 
And hear at once, in. thought e^ctenfive, hear 
Th' Almighty Fiat, and the Trumpefs found I - , 4,65; 
Bold, on creation's outfide walk, and view 
What was^ .and is, and more than e*er (hall be $ 
Commanding; with omnipotence of thought. 
Creations new in fancy's field to rife I 
Souls, thiit can grafp whate^r th' Almighty made, 4^ 
And wander wild through tilings impofiibie ! 
What ivealtb, m faculties of endlefs growth. 
In quenchlefs fajfions violent to crave. 
In liberty to chufe, in ponder to reach. 
And in duration (how thy riches rife !) 4.^! 

Duration to /^r/f/i^n/^— bound lefs 4>Ufst 

Vol. U. L Aflc 
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Aik you, what fotxier refides in feeble man 
That blifs to gain? Is 'virtue's^ then, unknowiv? 
Virtue, our prefent peace, our future prize. 
Man's unprecarious, natural eftate, 4S0 

Improveablc at will, in virtue lies 5 
Its tenure fure \ its income is divine. 

High-built abundante, heap on heap ! for what ? 
To breed new -wants, and beggar us the more; 
Then, make a richer fcramble for the throng? * 485 
Soon as this feel>le pulfe, which leaps fb long 
Almcft by miracle, is tir*d with play. 
Like rubbifti from difploding engines thrown. 
Our magazines oi hoarded trifles fly ; 
Fly diverfe j fly to foreieners, to foes j 490 

J^ew mailers court, and call the former fool 
(How juftly !) for dependance on their ftay. 
Wide fcatter, firft, our play-things 5 then, our duft. 
, Doft court abundance for the fake of peace ? 
Learn, and lament thy felf-defeated fcheme: 495 

Kiches enable to be richer ftill; 
And, richer fi'tlly what mortal can refift? 
Thus wealth (a cruel taQc>mafter!) enjoins 
iKew toils, fucceeding toils, an endlefs train I 
And murders peace, which taught it firft to ihine. 500 
The poor are half as wretched as the rich \ 
Whofe proud and painful privilege it is, 
At once, to bear a double load of woe j 
To feel the ftings of tn^vy^ and of nutmU 
Outrageous wantl both Indies cannot cure. 50 j 

A com- 
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A competence is vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not difeafej 
Sick, or incumbered, is our hap^nefs, 
A canpetence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where heaven can give no more I 5x0 
More^ like a flaih of water from a lock, 
Quickens our fpirits* movement for an hour ; 
But foon its force is fpent, nor rife our joys 
Above our native temperas common ftieam. 
Hqnce difappointment lurks in every prize, 515 

As bees in flowers ; and ftings us with fucceis* 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns} 
Nor knows th^ wife are privy to the lye. 
Much learning (hews how little mortals know i 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enj(^ : 5ftO 
At beft, it babies us with «ndlefs toys. 
And keeps us children till we drop to du£L 
As monkeys at a miiTor ftand amaz'd. 
They fail to find what they fo plainly feej 
Thus men, in ftiining riches, fee the face 525 

Of happinefs, nor know it is a ihade; 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again. 
And wiih, and wonder it is abfent flill. 

How few can refcue opulence from want I 
Who lives to nature, rarely can be poor j 530 

Who lives to fancy, never can be rich* 
Poor is the man in debt ; the man of gold. 
In debt to fortune, trembles at her power. 
The man of reafon fmiles at her, and death* 
Q what a patrimony .this ! A being * 535 

L 1 Of 
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Of fuch inherent ftrei^li an4 majefty. 
Not worlds pofleft can raiiie it j worlds ^tOacoy^d 
Can't injure i which holds on its glorious eourfty 
When thine> O Nature t ends i too bleft to moum 
Creation's obiequies. What treafure> ^U I 540 

The Monarch is a beggar to the Man, 
Immortal! Ages paft, yet nothing gone I 
Morn without eve 1 a race without a goal 1 , 
Unihorten'd, by progreflion iaftnite I 
Futurity for ever futufe I Life 545 

Beginning fbll where computation ends I 
*Tis th^ deicription of a IMtyl 
*Tis the defcription of the meatufiftave : 
The meaneft flave dares then Lorenzo ieom f 
The meaneft Have thy Jbvereign glory ihares. 550 

Proud youth I faftidious of the h*wgr world I 
Man's lawful pride includes humiljty j 
Stoops to the loweft ; is too g^reat to find 
Inferiors ; all immortal ! brothers all ! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. 555 

Immortal ! What can ftrike ihtfinfe fo ftrong. 
As this the foul? It thunders to the thought ; 
Reafon amazes ; gratitude overwhelms ; 
No more we ilumber on the brink of fate $ 
Rous'd at the found, th* exulting foul afcends, 5^ 
And breathes her native air; an air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires ; 
Quick kindles all that is divine within us $ 
Nor leaves one loitering thought beneath the Ihrs. 

Has 
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Hits not Lorenzo^s bofom caught the flame ? 5^5 
Immortal f Were butoff^ immortal, how 
Would others envy I How wotild thrones adore ! 
Because ^tis common, is the blefling loft f 
How tbis ties up the bounteous hand of heaven ! 
Ovain, vain, vain, allelfe! Eternity! 570 

A glorious, and a needful refuge, tkaty 
From vile imprifonment, in abje6t views. 
'Tis immortality y 'tis that alone, 
Amid lifers poms, abafement, emptinefsy 
The foul can comfort ^ elevate, and_/f//. 575 

That only, and that amply, this performs ; 
Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above 5 
Their terror thofey and thefe their luftre lofe ; 
Eternity depending covers all ; 

Eternity depending all atchieves 5 580 

Sets earth at diftance \ cafts her into ihades ; 
Blends her diftindiions ; abrogates her powers \ 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and fevere, 
Fortune's dread frowns, and fafcinating fmiles. 
Make one promifcuous and negle^ed heap, 5S5 

The man beneath j if I may call him man. 
Whom Immortality s full force infpires. 
Nothing terreftrial touches his high thought ; 
Suns fhine unfeen, and thunders roll unheard, 
By minds quite confctous of their high defcent, 596 
Their prefent province, and their future prize j 
Divinely darting upward every wifli, 
Warm on the wing, in glorious abfence loft ( 

L 3 Doubt 
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Doubt you this truth ? Why labours your belief? 
If earth^s whole orb by fome due diftancM eye 595 
Were feen at once, her towering Alps would fink. 
And leveled Atlas leave an even fphere. 
Thus enrtby and all that eartlily minds admire, 
Js fwallowM in Eternity's vaft round* 
To that ftupendous view when fouls awake, 600 

So large of late, fo mountainous to man. 
Time's toys fubfide j and equal all below. 

Enthufiaftic, this } Chen all are weak. 
But rank enthufiafts. To this godlike height 
Some fouls have foar'd ; or martyrs ne'er had bled. . 605 
And all may do, what has by man been done. 
Who, beaten by thefe fublunary ftorms, 
Boundlefs, intenninable joys can weigh, 
ilnrapturM, unexalted, uninflam^'d? 
What flavc unblefty who from to-morrow's dawn 4 10 
£xpe6h an empire ? He forgets his chain, 
And, thron'd in thought, his abfent fceptre waves. 

And what a fceptre waits us I what a throne I 
JUv own immenfe appointments to compute. 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 615 

In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants, the human foul divine \ 
Too great the bounty feems for earthly joy j 
•What heart but trembles at fo ftrange a blifs ? 

In fpite of all the truths the Mufe has fung, ^%o 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough I enough revolv'd I 
Are there who wrap the world fo clofe about them» 
They fee no farther than the clouds \ and dance 

On 
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On heedlefs vanity^s fantaftic toe» 

Till, (himbling at a ftraw, in their career, 625 

Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and fong ? 

Are there, Lorenzo ? Is it poffible > 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 

Who lodge a foul immortal in their breafts \ 

Unconfcious as the mountain of its ore; 630 

Or rock, of its ineftimable gem ? 

When rocks ftiall mek, and mountains vanHh, tbefe 

Shall know their treafure ; ti-eafuie, tben^ no more. 

Are there (ftill more amazing!) who refilt 
The rifmg thoyght ? who fmother, in its birth, 63^ 
The glorious truth ? who ftruggle to be brutes ? 
Who through this bofom-barrier burft their way, 

And, with reversed ambition, ftrive to fink? 

Who labour downwards through tir oppofing powers 

Of inftin£b, reafon, and the world again ft them, 640 

To difmal hopes, and (helter in the ihock 

Of endlefs night; night darker than the grave's ? 

Who fight the proofs of immortality ? 

With horrid zeal, and execrable arts, 

Work all their engines, level their black fires, . 645 

To blot from man this attribute divine, 

(Than vital blood far dear^ to the wife) 

Blafphemers, and rank atheifts to tbetnfelves ? 
To contradi^ them, fee all nature rife ! 

What obje£^, what event, the moon beneath^ 6^9 

But argues, or endears, an after-fcene f 

To reafon proves, or weds it to defire ? 

All things proclaim it nudful\ fome advancot 

L 4 One 
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One precious ftep beyond, and prove it Jure* 

A thoufand arguments fwarm round my pen» 6$;^ 

From heavetif and eartb, and max. Indulge a few 

By naturcy as her common habit, worn j. 

So preffing Providence a truth to teach, 

Which truth, untaught, all other truths were vain. 

Thou ! whofe all -providential Eye furveys, 660 

Whofe Hand direfls, wbofe Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond. I 
Eternity's Inhabitant auguft ! 
Of two Eternities amazing I<ord ! 
One paft, ere man's or angel's bad begun ;. 6^5. 

Aid ! while I refcue firom the foe's aflault 
Un^ glorious Immortality in man : 
A theme for ever, and for all, of weighty 
Of moment in^nite I but relifh?d moft 
By thofe who love Thee molft, who moft adore*. 670 

Nature f thy daughter, ever- changing birth 
Of Thee the Great Immutablty to man 
Speaks wifdom j is his oracle fupreroe } 
And he who molt confu Its her, is moft wife« 
Lorenzo, to this heavenly Delphos haftej 675 

And come back ail-immortal ; all-divine : 
Look nature thrcugh, 'tis revolution all; 
All change ; no death. Day follows night ; and. night 
The dying day ; ftars rife, and fet, and rife ; 
Earth takes th' example. See, the Summer gay, 68q 
With her green 'chaplet, and ambrofial flowers. 
Droops into pallid Autumn : Winter grey, 
Horrid with froft, and turbulent with.ftonq^ 

Blowi. 
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Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits> away : 
Then melts into the Spring: Soft Spring, with, 
breath 685 

Favonian, from warm chambers of the fouth. 
Recalls the /;^. All, to re-flourifh, fades; 
As in a wheel, all finks, to re-afcend. 
Emblems of man, who pafles, not expires* 

With this minute diftih6Vion, emblems ju(^,. 6^. 
Nature revolves, but man advances ; both 
Eternal, that a circle, this a line. 
That gravitates, tbis foars. Th' afpiring foul. 
Ardent f sind tremulous, like flame, afcends. 
Zeal and humility her wings, to heaven. 695, 

The world of matter, with its various forms. 
All dies into new life. Life bom from death 
Rolls the vaft mafs, and (hall for ever roll. 
No (ingle atom, once in being, loft. 
With change of counfel charges the Moft High, 70©^ 

Wliat hence infers Lorenzo? Can it be.? 
Matter immortal ? And fhall Spirit die ? 
Above the nobler, fhall lefs noble rife ?" 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elfe revives, . 
No refurreftion know ? Shall Man alone, 705? 

Imperial Man I be fown in barren ground, 
Lefs privileged than grain, on which he feeds ? 
Is Man, in whcm alone is power to prize 
The blifs of being, or with previous pain. 
Deplore its period, by the fpleen of fate, y^tm 

Severely doom'd death's fingle um-edeem'.d.? 

If 
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If nature^s re<volution fpeaks aloud. 

In her gradation^ hear her louder ftilL 

Look nature through, ^tis neaX gradation 2X\. 

By what minute degrees her fcale afcends I 715 

Each middle nature joinM at each extreme. 

To that above it joined, to that beneath. 

Parts, into parts reciprocally fliot. 

Abhor divorce : what love of union reigpas ! 

Here, dormant matter waits a call to life 5 720 

Half- life, half-death, join there j here, life and fenfej 

There, fenfe from reafon fteals a glimmering ray ; 

Reafon ihines out in man. But how pi-eferv'd 

The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 

Of incorporeal life ? thofe realms of blifs,. 725 

Where death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 

Half-mortal, half-immortal; earthy, part. 

And part ethereal ; grant the foul of man 

Eternal ; or in man the feries ends. 

Wide yawns the gap j connexion is no more \ 750 

Check'd reafon halts j her next ftep wants fupport j 

Striving to climb, (he tumbles from her fcheroe j 

A fcheme, analogy pronounced fo true j 

Analogy, man's fureft guide below. 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 735 

And will Lorenzo, carelefs of the call, 
Falfe atteftation on all nature charge, * 
Rather than violate his league with death ? 
Renounce his reafon, rather than renounce 
The duft belov'd, and run the rifque of heaven ? 740 
O what indignity to deathlefs ibuls 1 

What 
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What breafon to the majefty of man ! 

Of man immortal I Hear the lofty ftyle : 

« I£ fo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 

** Let earth diffolve, yon pondrous orbs defcend, 745 

*« And grind us into duft. Ths/oul is fafe j 

*^ The man emerges ; mounts above the wreck, 

" As towering flame from natures funeral pyre j 

" O'er dev^ftation, as a gainer, fmiles 5 

*< His charter, his inviolable rights, 750 

.*' Well pleasM to learn from thunder''s impotence, 

'< Death's pointlefs darts, and hell's defeated ftorms.^ 

But thefe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo I 
The glories of the world thy Cevenfold /bieU. 
Other ambition than of crowns in air, 755 

And fupcrlunary felicities,. 
Thy bofom warm. I '11 cool it, if I can ; 
And turn thofe glories that inchant, againil thee. 
What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next» 
If wife, the caufe that wounds thee is thy cure. 760^ 
. Come, my ambitious I let us mount together 
(To mount, Lorenzo never can refufe) \ 
And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell. 
Look down on earth. — What feed thou? Wondrous 

things ! 
Terreftrial wonders, that eclipfe the flcies. 761 

What lengths of labour'd lands ! what loaded Teas 1 
Loaded by man, for pleafure, wealth, or war I 
Seas, winds, and planets, into fervice brought, 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
Nor can th' eternal rocks his will withftandj 770 

What 
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What leverd mountains ! and what lifted vales ! 

O'er vales and mountains fumptuous cities fwell. 

And gild our landfcape with their glittering fpires. 

Some mid the wondering waves majeftic rifej 

And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 775 

Far greater ftill ! (what cannot mortal might ?) 

See^ wide dominions raviihM from the deep ! 

The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 

Or fouthward turn $ to delicate and grands 

The finer arts there ripen in the fun. 780 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 

Afcend the flcies ! the proud triumphal arch 

Shews us half heaven beneath its ample bend. 

High through mid air, here^ ftreams are taught to flow | 

Whole rivers, there ^ laid by in bafons, flecp. 'jti^ 

HerCi plains turn oceans ; therey vaft oceans join 

Through kingdoms channeled deep from Aiore to fliore; 

And changM creation takes its face from man. 

Beats thy brave breaft for formidable fcenes, 

Where fame and emj^re wait upon the fword ? 790 

See fields in blood 5 hear naval thunders rife ; 

Britannia's voice 1 that awes the world to peace. 

How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 

The mid-fea, furious waves ! Their roar amidft, 

Put-fpeaks the Deity, and fays, " O main ! 795 

** Thus far, nor farther; newj reftraints obey." 

Earth 's difembcwerd ! meafurM are the fkies ! 

Stars are detected in their deep recefs ! 

Creation widens 1 vanquiih'd nature yields 1 

5 H^ 
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Her feciTts are extoited ! art prevails I 800 

What monument of genius, fpirit, power I 

And nowy Lorenzo ! rapturM at this fcene, 
Whofe glories render heaven fuperiiuous I fay, 
Whofe footfteps thefe }^^mmorUds have been hei%. 
Could lefs than fouls immortal this have done ? 805 
Earth *8 covered o'er with proofs of fouls immortal ^ 
And proofs of immortality /or^/. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confefs, 
Theie are ambition's works : and thefe are great : 
But tbiSf the leaft immortal fouls can do; 8x0 

Tranfcend them all— -But what can thefe tranfcend ? 
Doft a& oie what ? — One figh for the Mftreft, 
What then for infidels ? A deeper figh. 
*Ti$ moral grandeur makes the mighty man : 
How Utile they, who think aught great below ! 8x5 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one ; 
And that it crowns. Here ceafe we : but, ere long. 
More powerful proof Aiall take the field againU thect 
Stronger than death, and fmiling at the tomb. 
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PREFACE. 

As we are at war with the power, it were well if 
we were at war with the manners, of France. A 
land 6f levity is a land of guilt, A ferious mind is 
the native foil of every virtue ; and the fingle chara^ler 
that does true honour to mankind. The fours immor- 
tality has been the favourite theme with the ferious of 
all ages. Nor is itftrange; it is a fubje6l by far the moft 
interefting, and important, that can enter the mind of 
man. Of higheft moment this fubje£l always ivas and 
always oy/V/ be. Yet this its higheft moment feems to 
admit of increafe^ at this dayj a fort of occafional im- 
portance is fuperadded to the natural weight of it ; if 

that 
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that opinion which is advanced in the preface to the 
preceding Nighty be juft. It is there fuppofed, that all 
QVkTiufidebf whatever fcheme, for argument's fake, and 
to keep themfelves in countenance, they patronize, are 
betrayed into their deplorable error, by fome doubts of 
their immortality^ at the bottonl. And the more I con- 
iider this point, the more I am perfuaded of the truth 
of that opinion. Though the diftruft of z. futurity is a 
ffarange error; yet it is an error into which bad men 
may Jtaturally be dUb^fTed. For it is impoflible to bid 
defiance to final ruin, without fome refuge in imagi- 
nation, fome prefumptlon of efcape. And what pre- 
famption is there ? There are but two in nature j but 
twoy within the coropafs of human thought. And 
thcfe are— That either God fwill not, or can notpunifli; 
Confidering the divine attributes, thejirfi is too grofs 
to be digefted by oui*- ftrongeft wifhes. And fince om- 
nipotence is as much a divine attribute as boiinefs, that . 
God cannot punifii, is as abfurd a fuppofition, as the 
former. God certainly can punifli as long as wicked 
menexift. In non-exiftence, therefore, is their" only , 
refuge; and, confequently, non-exiftence is their 
ftrongeft wifti. And ftrong wifhes have a fh^nge in- 
fluence on our opinions ; they bias the judgment in a 
manner, almoft, incredible. And fmce on tbis mem- 
ber of their altemativey there are fome very fmall dtp- 
fearcmces in their/aa;oi/r, and none at all on the otber^ 
they catch at this reed, they lay hold on this chimsera, 
to fave themfelves from the fhock and horror of an m- 
m£diate and abfolute defpair. 

Ob 
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On revrewing my fubje6^i by the light which this 
argument^ and others of like tendency, threw upon it, 
X was more inclined than ever to purfue it, as it ap- 
peared to me to (bike dire6Uy at the main root of all 
our infidelity. In the following pages it is, accord- 
ingly, purfued at large ; and fome arguments for im- 
mortality, new at leaft to me, are ventured on in thera. 
There alfo the writer has made an atten\pt to fet the 
gro£s abfurdities and horrors of ofmihilation in a fuller 
.aiid more affe^ling view, than is (I think) to be met 
with elfewhere. 

The gentlemen, for whofe fake this attempt was 
chiefly made, profefs great admiration for the wifdom 
-of heathen antiquity : what pity it is they are not iin- 
.cere ! If they were fmcere, how would it mortify them 
to confider, with what contempt and abhorrence their 
notions would have been received by tbq/i .wham thef 
fo m;ich admire I What degree of contempt and ab« 
/horrence would fall to their fhare, may be conje6hired 
%y the following matter of fa£l (in my opinion) ejE- 
.-tremely memorable. Of all their heathen worthier 
.Socrates (it is well known) was the moft guarded, 
^ifpaiiionate, and corapofed: yet this great matter of 
,tempcr was angry; and angry at his laft hour; and 
angry with his friend; and angry for what deferved 
acknowledgement ; aiigry for a right and tender inttance 
of true friend(hip towards him. Is not this furprizing? 
What could be the caufc? The caule was for his 
honour; it was a truly noble, though, perhaps, a too 
pun^ili^us, regard for immortality: for his friend 

a/king 
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afking him, with Aich an afFeftionate concern as became 
a friend, ** Where he ihould dcpofit his remains ?" it 
was refented by Socrates, as implying a di(honourable 
fuppofition, that he could be fo mean, as to have a 
regard for any thing, even m himfelf, that was not 
immortal. 

This fa6i well confidered would make our infidels 
withdraw their admiration from Socrates; or make 
them endeavour, by their imitation of this illuftrious 
example, to ihare his glory : and, confequently, it 
would incline them to perufe the following pages with 
candour and impartiality t which is ail Ideflrej and 
that, for tkeir fakes ; for I am perfuaded, that an un- 
prejudiced infidel muft, neceifarily, receive fome ad- 
vantageous imprefliions from them. 
yulj 7, 1744, 
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K I G H T VIL 

HEAVEN give* the needful, but negkaed, call. ' 
What day, what hour, but knocks at human hearty 
To wake the foul to /enfe of future fcenes ? 
Deaths ftand, like Mercurys, in every way. 
And kindly point us to our journey's end. g 

Pope, who couldft make immortals 1 art thou dead) 
I give thee Joy : nor will I take my leave i 
So foon to follow. Man but dives in death; 
Divee from the fun, in fairer day to rife j 
The grave, his fubterranean road to blifs. I9 

Yes, infinite indulgence planned it fo ; 
Through various parts our glorious ilory runtj 
l^ime gives the preface, endlefs age unrolls 
The volume (ne'er unroird \) of human fate. 

TbiSf earth 2LttdJkies * already have proclaimed. i| 
The world 's a prophecy of worlds to come ^ 
And who, what God foretels (who fpeaks in things^ 
Still louder than in ivords) Ihall dare deny ? 
If nature^ s ai'guments appear too weak. 
Turn a new leaf, and ftronger read in man^ %m 

If man ileeps on, untaught by v/hat he /ess. 
Can he prove infidel to what he feels? 
He, whofe blind thought futurity denies, 
Unconfcious bears, Bellerophon! like thee. 
His own indi6hnentj he condemns himfelf ; 15 

M a Who 

• Night the Sixth, 
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Who reads his bofom, reads immortsil life; 
Or, nature, there, impofing on her fons, 
<Has voitten fables 5 man was made a fye. 

Why, difcontent for ever harbour'd there ? 
Incurable confumptlon of our peace ! 30 

Refolve me, why the cottager and kingy 
He whom fea-fever'd realms obey, and he 
Who fteals his whole dominion from the wafte^ 
Kepelling winter blafts with mud and ftraw, 
Difquieted alike, draw figh for figh, 35 

In fate fo diftant, in complaint fo near ? 

Is it, that things terrefirial can't content ? 
Deep in rich pafture, will thy flocks complain ? 
Not fo 5 but to their mafter is deny'd 
To fhare their ivrtttferene. Man, ill at eafe, 40 

In this, not bis onvn place, this foreign field. 
Where nature fodders him with other food 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to fuffice. 
Poor in abundance, famifh*d at a feaft. 
Sighs on for fomething more, when moft enjoy'd. 45 

Is heaven then kinder to thy flocks than thee ? 
Not fo i thy pafture richer, but remote ; 
In part, remote j for that remoter part 
Man bleats from inftinSy though perhaps, debauched 
'Ryf^fi* his reafon fleeps, nor dreams the caufe. 50 
The caufe how obvious, when his reafon wakes I 
His grief is but his grandeur in difguife $ 
And difcontent is immortality, 

'Shall fons of aether, fliall the blood of heavei^ 
€et up their hopes on earth, and ftable here 55 

With 
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"With brutal acquiefcence in the mire ? 

Lorenzo ! no ! they fhall be nobly painM ; 

The glorioMs foreigners f diftrefs'd, fhall iigh 

On thrones ; and thou congratulate the figh s 

Man's xnifery declares him bom for blifs j 60 

His anxious heart afferts the truth I fing. 

And gives thtfceptic in his head the lye. 

Our heads, our hearts, our pajjions^ and our powers. 
Speak the fame language ; call us to the Ikies j 
Unripen'd tbefe in this inclement clime, 65 

Scarce rife above conjefture and miftakej 
And for this land of trifles tho/e too ftiong 
Tumultuous rife, and tempeft human life : 
What prize on earth can pay us for the ftorm ? 
Meet objects for our paffions heaven ordain'd, 70 

Obje6ls that challenge all their fire, and leave 
No fault, but in defca : Bleft Heaven ! avert 
A bounded ardour for unbounded blifs ! 
O for a blifs unbounded', far beneath 
A foul immortal, is a mortal joy. 75 

Nor are our poiuers to perifli immature j 
But, after feeble effort kerey beneath 
A brighter fun, and in a nobler foil, 
Tranfplanted from this fublunary bed. 
Shall flouriih fair, and put forth all their bloom. 80 

Reafon progreflive, inftitiB is complete ; 
Swift inJiinSi leaps ; flow reafon feebly climbs. 
Brutes foon their zenith reach j their little all 
Flows in at onccj in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy-. 85 

I\I 3 Were 
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Were man to live coeval with the fun, 

The patrlarch-^upil would be learning ftill ; 

Yet, dying, leave his leflbn half unlearnt. 

Men perifh in advance, as if the fun 

Should fet ere noon, in eajiern oceans drown'd ; 90 

If fit, with dim, illiiftrious to compare. 

The fun's meridian with ihc fcul of man. 

To man, why, ftep-drme nature! fo fevcre? 

Why thrown afide thy mafter-piece half-wrought^ 

While meaner efforts thy laft hnnd enjoy ? 95 

Gr, if abortively poor man mud die, 

Nor reach, what reach be might, why die in drtadf 

Why cur ft wiih forefight ? Wife to mifery ? 

Why of his proud prerogative the prey ? 

Why lefs pre-eminent in rank, than pain ? too 

His immortality alone can tell \ 

Full ample fund to balance all amifs. 

And turn the fcale in favour of the juft! 

His immortality alone can folve 
The darlceft of anigmas, human hope j 105 

Of all the da.keft, if at death we die. 
Uopey eager hope, th" afTaflin of our Joy, 
All prefent b!eifings treading under foot> 
Is fcarce a milder tyrant than dcfpair. 
With no paft toils content, ftill planning new, xxo 
Hope turns us o'er to death alone for eafe. 
PoJfeJ/iont why more taftelefs than purfuit ? 
Why is a wifh far dearer than a crown ? 
Thatwifti accomplifh'd, why, the grave of blifs? 
Becaufe, in ^^t great future bury'd deep, 115 

Beyond 
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Beyond our plans of empire, and renown. 
Lies all that man with ardour fhould purine ; 
And He who made him, bent him to the right. 

Man's heart th' Almighty to th.^ future fets. 
By fecret and inviolable fprings 5 120 

And makes his hope his fublunary joy. 
Man's heart eats all things, and is hungry ftill j 
" More, more!" the glutton cries : forforaething«^«w ' 
So rages appetite, if man can't mount. 
He .«u'77/ defcend. He ftarves on t\\Q pojfeft. 125 

Hence, the world's matter, from ambition's fpire, 
In Caprea plung'd j and*div'd beneath the brute. 
In that rank (ly why wallow'd empire's fon 
Supreme ? Becaufe he could no higher fly j 
His riot was ambition in defpair. i j« 

Old Rome confulted birds 5 Lorenzo ! thou, 
With more fuccefs, the flight of hope furvey j 
Of reftlefs hope, for ever on the wing. 
High-perch'd o'er every thought that falcon fits. 
To fly at aH that rifes in her fight ; 135 

And, never ftooping, but to mount again 
Next moment, fhe betrays her aim's miftake. 
And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 

There (hould it fail us (it muft fail us there. 
If being fails) more mournful riddles rife, 140 

And <virtue vies with hope in my fiery. 
Why 'virtue ? Where its praife, its being, fled ? 
Virtue is true felf-intereft purfued : 
What true felf-intereft of ywiV^- mortal man ? 
To clofe with all that makes him happy here. 145 

M4 . i^ 
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If vice (as fometimes)^ is our friend on eaitlr. 

Then vice is virtue ; 'tis oxar ftnteretgn good. 

In felf-applaufi is virtue'sr golden prize ; 

No felf-applanfe attends it on tby fcheme : 

Whence felf-applaufe ? From confcience of the right. 1 5* 

And what is right, but means of happiiiefs ? 

No means of happinefs when 'virtue yields j 

That bafis failing, falls the building too. 

And lays in ruin every *virtuousjoy. 

The rigid guardian of a blamelefs heart, 155 

So long reverM, fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak ; with rank knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Why beats thy bofom with illuftrious dreams 
Of felf-expofure, laudable, and great ? 
Of gallant enterprize, and glorious death ? i5» 

Die for thy country ? — Thou romantic fool t 
Seize, feize the plank thyfelf, and let her fink : 
Thy ccufitry ! what to Thee ?— The Godhead, what ? 
(I fpeak with awe !) though He fhould bid thee bleed? 
If, with thy blood, thy final Yio^t is fpilt, 165 

Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow. 
Be deaf ; preferve thy being ; difobey. 

Nor is it difobedience ; know, Lorenzo ! 
Whatever th' Almighty's fubfequent command. 
His firft command is this ;— " Man, love thyfelf." 170 
In this alone, free- agents are not free. 
Exiftence is the bafis, blifs the prize j 
l^ virtue cofts exiftence, 'tis a crime j 
Koid violation of our X^x"^ fupremey 
Biack fuicide ; though nations, which confult 175 
4 Their 
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Their gain, at thy cxpenccr refound applaufc. 

Since inrtue'j recompencc is doubtful, bere^ 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand. 
Why is m3,n fuffer'd to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man injoin^d? 18a 

Why to be good in vain, is man hetrafd? 
Betray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breaft. 
By fweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
Why whifpers nature lyes on virtue's part ? 
Or if blind 'infiin£l (which affumes the name 185 

Of facred confcience) plays the fool in man. 
Why reafon made accomplice in the cheat ? 
Why are the ^ifefi loudeft in her praife ? 
Can man by reafon s beam be led aftray ? 
Oiy at his peril, imitate his Gcd? 19^ 

Since wixXxxc fometimes ruins us on earth,. 
Or both are true ; or man furvives the grave. 

Or man furvives the grave ; or own, Lorenzo, 
Thy boaft fupreme, a wild abfurdity. 
Dauntlefs thy fpirit ; cowards are thy fcom. 195 

Grant man immortal^ and thy fcom is juft. 
The man immortaly rationally brave, 
Dares ru(h on death-— becaufe he cannot die- 
But if man lofes All, when life is loft» 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. &ca 

A daring infidel (and fuch there are. 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge,.. 
Or pure heroical defeft of thought). 
Of all earth's madmen, moft deferves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renown'd 205; 

For 
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For valour, virtue, fciencc, all we love. 

And all wc praife ; for ivorth, whofe noon-tide beain> 

Enabling us to think in higher ftyle, 

Mends our ideas of ethereal powers ; 

Dream we, that luftre of the »ioral world 2ZO 

Goes out in ftench, and rottennefs the clofe } 

Why was he wife to knonv, and warm to praife^ 

And ftrenuous to tranfcribey in human life, 

The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, that fate, 

Juft when the lineaments began to (hine, 215 

And dawn the Deity, fhould fnatch the draught. 

With night eternal blot it out, and give 

The Ikies alarm, left angels too might die ? 

If human fouls, why not angelic too 
Extinguifh'd ? and ^ifolitary God, %20 

O'er ghaftly ruin, frowning from his throne ? 
Shall we this moment gaze on God in man ^ 
The next, lofe man for ever in the duft ? 
From duft we difengage, or man mtftakes \ 
And there, where leaft his judgment fears a flaw, 225 
Wifdom and ivorth how boldly he commends^ 
Wifdom and ivorib are facred names 5 rever'd. 
Where not cmbracM j applauded \ deify 'd ! 
Why not compaffion'd too ? If fpirlts die. 
Both are calamities, infliBed both, 430 

To make us but more wretched ; Wifdom' s eye 
Acute, for what ? To fpy more miferies ; 
And ivorth, fo recompensM, new-points their ftings. 
Or man furmounts the grave, or gain is lofs. 
And worth exalted hmnbks us the more. 235 

Thou 
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Thou wilt not patronize a fcheme that makes 
Weaknefs and njice^ the refuge of mankind. 
" Has virtue, then, no joys ?'' — Yes, joys dear-^boughu 
Talk ne'er fo long, in this impcrfeft ftate. 
Virtue and vice are at eternal war. 24© 

Virtue 's a combat ; and who fights for nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for finall reward ? 
Who viTtMsPs felf-re^ward fo loud refound. 
Would take degrees angelic here below, 
And 'virtue, while they compliment, betray, 145 

By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 
The crown, th' unfading crown, her foul infplres ; 
'Tis That, and That alone, can countervail 
The body's treacheries, and the njcorld^s aifaults : 
On earth's poor pay our familh'd virtue dies. a50 

Truth inconteftable ! In fpite of all 
A Bayle has preach'd, or a Voltaire believ'd* 
In man the more we dive, the more we fee 
Heaven's fignet ftamping an immortal make. 
Dive to the bottom of his foul, the bafe %^f 

Suftaining all ; what find we ? Kno^edge^ Lo've. 
As light and heat, eflential to the fun, 
Tbe/e to the foul . And ijuby, if fouls expire ? 
How little lovely here ? How little known ? 
Small knonuledge we dig up with endlefs toil 5 a to. 

And b've unfeign'd may purchafe perfe£l hate. 
Why ftarv'd, on earth, our avgel appetites ; 
While brutal are induig'd their fulfome fill ? 
Were then capacities di'vine conferr'd. 
As a mock-diadem, in lavage, fpcrt, *^5 

Rank 
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Rank infult of our pompous poverty j 

Which reaps but pain, from Teeming claims fo fair ? 

In future age lies no redrcfs ? And (huts 

Eternity the door on our complaint ? 

If fo, for what ftrange ends were mortals made ! 170 

The worft to *waU(nv, and the beft to iveep ; 

The man who merits moft, muft moft complain : 

Can we conceive a difregard in heaven. 

What the worft perpetrate, or beft etiJure ? I 

This cannot be. To lo*ve, and kno^M, in man 175 , 
Is boundlefs appetite, and boundlef^ power ; i 

And thefe demonftrate boundlefs objects too. ' 

Objcfts, powers, appetites, heaven fuits in All ; 
Nor, nature through, e'er violates this fweet, 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful ftring. %%9 

Is man the fole exception from her laws ? 
Eternity ftruck off from human hope, 
(I fpeak with truth, but veneration too) 
Man is a monfter, the reproach of heaven, 
A ftain, a dark impenetrable cloud 2S5 

On nature's beauteous afpeft ; and deforms, 
(Amazing blot!) deforms her with her lord. 
If fuch is man''s allotment, 'wbat is heaven ? 
Or own the foul immortal, or blafpheme. 

Or own the foul immortal, or invert 299 

All order. Go, mock-majefty ! go, man ! 
And bow to thy fuperiors of the ftall ; 
Through every fcene of fenfe fuperior far : 
They graze the turf untillM ; they drink the ftream 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, anJ un-.jr.! itter'd 595 

With 
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With doubts, fears, fruitlefs hopes, regrets, defpairs ) 

Mankind's peculiar I reaforCs precious dower I 

No foreign clime they ranfack for their robes j 

Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar ; 

T^beir good is good intire, unmixt, unmarr'd j 300 

They find a paradife in every field, 

On hoM^s forbidden where no curfes hang : 

Their i/^ no more than ftrikes the fenfej unftretcht 

By previous dread, or murmur in the rear: 

When the «w;o/;y? comes, it comes unfearM j oneftroke 305 

Begins, and ends, their woe : they die but once\ 

Bleft, incommunicable privilege ! for which 

Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the ftars, 

Pbilofopber^ or beroj fighs in vain. 

Account for this prei'ogative in brutes. 310 

No day, no glimpfe of day, to folve the knot. 
But what beams on it from eternity. 
O fole, and fweet folution ! That unties 
The difficult, and foftens the fevere j 
The cloud on nature's beauteous face difpels ; 315 

Keftores bright order j cafts the brute beneath j 
And re-inthrones us in fupremacy 
Of joy, ev'*n bere : admit immortal life. 
And virtue is knigbt-errantry no more 5 
Each virtue brings in hand a golden dower, 3a© 

Far richer in reverfion : Hope exults j 
And though much bitter in our cup is thrown. 
Predominates, and gives the tafte of heaven. 
O wherefore is the Deity fo kind ? 
A ftonifliing beyond afioniiliment 1 325 

HeavcA 
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Abfurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus given, 

More prais'd, than ponderM ^ fpecious, but unfound ^ 

Sooner that h.tro' sfnvord the world had quelPd, 

Than reafotiy his ambition. Man mufi ibar. 

An obftinate aflivity within, 390 

An infuppreffive fpring, will tofs him up 

In fpite of fortune's load. Not kings alone. 

Each villager has his ambition too \ 

No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd (lave : 

Slaves build their little Babylons of ftraw, 395 

Echo the proud AiTyrian in their hearts. 

And cry,—** Behold the wonders of my might !" 

And why ? Becaufe immortal as their lord j 

And fouls immortal muft for ever heave 

At fomething great; the glitt^, orthegpld; 40V 

The praife of mortals, or the praife of heaven. 

Nor abfolutely vain is human praife, 
When human, is fupported by di'vine, 
I '11 introduce Lorenzo to Himfelf j 
Pleafure and pride (bad mafters !} (hare oiu- hearts, 405 
As love of pleafure is ordain'd to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race i 
The love of praife is planted to proteft. 
And propagate the glories of the mind. 

'What is it, but the hve of praife, in(pires, 410 
Matures, refines, embelli(hes, exalts^ 
Earth's happincfs ? From tbaiy the delicate. 
The grand, the marvellous, of ci<vil life. 
Want and convenience, under-workers, lay 
The bafis, on which hve of glory builds^ 415 

Nor 
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.I«]or is il^ life^ O 'virtue ! lefs in debt 
To praife^ thy fecret iluaulatiag friend. 
Were men not ^roud^ what merit ihouXd we miis i 
Fride madi^ the virtues «f the pagan world* 
Praife is the faj^t tM rcafons right to mai^, 4s* 

And whets hisr appetite for moral good. 
Thirft of applauie.is virtue' d^<:<;W guards 
Reafofiy her £rft$ bu^roa^on wants an aidf 
Our pri^vate reaibn iSvA J^ttjererj 
Thidi of applauie c^s.//^/ir judgment in, ^5 

Ta poiie oar own, ta k^ep an j&wn CcdUr 
And give endangered victye fairer play» 

Here ^Jiftb proof ajriies^ ikonger (till : 
Why this fo nice conftru&ion of our heart& ? 
Tkefe d^iM»t« moralities of fenji j 430 

This conjiitutiondd i^istv^ ^ aid 
To fijecoor virtue, when our r^aJmiJAU i 
If virtue^ kept alive by case and toil. 
And, oft, the mark of injuries on earthy 
When laboured t&maCurity (its bill 4^1 

'Of difciplines, a&dpaJJls, unpaid) ntuft di^? 
Why. freighted -rschy to daih ag^inflra rock? 
Were man to periih- whf n moft fit to liv-e^. 
-O how mi^%eat were all thefe ftratagems. 
By ikill divine invowe» in- our frame t 44* 

Where are heave&s holinefs and mercy fbd ? 
Xaughs heaven, at oneei at virtue, and at maB{^ 
If not, wby that di£cQ«trag'd, tits deftroy'd ? 

Thus far #i«^"ilwr»' Whatiays awdyriVi!? 
This her chief masiiui, wbiclihas long been Ti;i«4: 445 

Vol. II. * N « The 
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«* The wife and wealthy are the fame/*— I grant it. 

To ftore up treafure, with inceffant toil, 

nU is man's province, this his higheft praife. 

To this great end keen inpin& ilings him on. 

To guide that inftinfl, reafin! is thj charge} 450 

*Ti8 thine to tell us where true treafure lies : 

But, reafon failing to difcharge her truft. 

Or to the deaf difcharging it in v^n, 

A blunder follows ; and blincf tnduftry, 

Gaird by the fpur, but ftrangerto the courfe, 455 

(The courfe where ftakes of more than gold are wOn) 

O'er-loading, with the cares of diftant age, 

The jaded fpirits of the prefent hour. 

Provides for an eternity below. 

«< Thou /bait not covet,*^ is a wife command $ 460 
But bounded to the wealth the fun furveys : 
Look farther, the command ftands quite reversM, 
And avarice is a virtue moft divine. 
1% faith a refuge for our happinefs f 
Moft fure : and is it not for reaffm too ? 4(5 

Nothing this world unriddles, but the next. 
Whence inextinguifiiable thirft of gain } 
From inextinguifhable life in man : 
Man, if not meant, by nvortb^ to reach tbe^lM*/, 
Had wanted wing to fly fo far in gtdlt, 470 

Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice, 
Yet ftill (heir root li immortality : 
Thefe its wild growths fo bitter, and fo bafe, 
(Pain and reproach !} religion can reclaim, 
define, exalt, throw down their poiibnous Ice, 475 

And 
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And make them fparkle in the bowl of hlifs. 

See, the third ivituefs laughs at blifs remote. 
And falfely promifes an £den here : 
Truth (he (hall fpeak for onc^ though prone to lye» 
A common cheat, and PUafure i% her name. 480 

To pleafure never was I«orenzo deaf $ 
Then hear her now, noiwfirfi thy real friend. 

Since nature made us not more fond thah proud 
Of happinefs (v^ence hypocrites in joy 1 > 

Makers of mirth 1 artificers of ikniles !) 485 • 

Why ihould the joy moft poignant yh»/^ affords 
Burn us with blufhes, and rebuke our pride ?— 
Thoie heaven-bom bluihes tell us man de/cends, 
Ev'n in the zenith of his earthly blifs : 
Should reafifH take her infidel repofe^ 490 

This honeii inftinS fpeaks our lineage high ; 
This inflin£l calls on darknefs to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the ftalls. 
Our glory covers us with TiohitJhame% 
And he that ^s unconfounded, is unmanrCd* 495 

Tlie man that blufhes is not quite a hrute* 
Thus far with Thee, Lorenzo ! will I clofe, 
Plea/ure is goody a^fl man for pleafure made $ 
But ple^iire full of glory, as of joy ; 
Pleafure, which neither blujhes^ nor e^ires* 500 

The witnefTes are heard} the caufe is o'er; 
Let confcience file the fentence in her court, 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey : 
^hus feal'd by truths th^ authwntic record runs. 

N a " Know, ' 
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'* Know, Alf ; Icnow, inM^,— unapt to know! 505 
*« 'Tis imwMft€§Uty your Asture fehFM 5 
" 'Tis immortality detjfitiefs naa, 
** And opens all tht my&srm of bis make. 
*« Without it, hsrff his ifiJHmfff are a rtddk ; 
*« Without it, all his 'uirtiees arc a dream. 510 

«« His very erimes atteft his dignity; 
<« Hisfiiteleft'thirft of /i!p/?/j^rr, ^A:/, andy2ww^, 
*« Declares him bom for bleflings infinite s 
« What lefs than inlmtte makes un^ablurd 
" Paffions^y which aU on earth but- more inflames ? 515 
«« Fierce paffiooa, fo mtf-meaAir'd to this fcenc, 
<« Stretch'd out, Kke eagles wing's, beyond our neft, 
<* Far, far beyond the worth of all below, 
«* For earth too large, prefage a nobler flight, 
*« And evidence our title t» the^iAf.** 5*0 

Ye gentle theokgues, of calmer kind ! 
Whofe conftitution diftates ^ your pen, 
Who, cold yourfelves, .think ardotir comes fromkeU! 
Think not our paffions from corruption Iprung, 
Though to corruption now ^y lend their wings ; 515 
nat is their mt/frefs^ not their mether. All 
(And juftly) reafin deem divine : I fee, 
I feel a grandeur, in tht pajfiws too, 
Whkh i'peaks their high defcent, and glorious end $ 
Which fpeaka them rays of- an eternal fire, 530 

In Paradife itfelf they burnt as flvong, 
Ere Adam fell ; though wifer in their aim^ 
Like the proud Eaftern, ftnick by proyidence,. 
What though our fajfions are run mad, and (toop 

With 
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With low, terreftrtal appetite, to graze 535 

On traih, on toys, dechron'd froan high defire ? 

Yet ftill, through their di%race, no feeble ray 

Of greatnefs ihines, and tells us,' whence they fells 

But tbefe (like that fairn monftrch when reclaimed). 

When reafon moderates the rein aright, 54.9 

Shall re-afcend, rcmount their former fphere. 

Where once they ibarM illuftrious; ere feduc'd 

By wanton Eve's debauch, to ftroll on earth. 

And fet the fubl unary world on fire. 

J3ut grant their phrenfy lalls $ their phrenfy fails 54^ 
To difaf^oint me providential end. 
For which heaven blew up ardour in our hearts j 
Were reafon filent, boundlefs paffian Ipeaks 
A future fcene of boundlefs objects too. 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 559 

Eternal day ! Tis that enlightens All j 
And All, by that enlightened, proves it fure, 
Coniider man as an wmortal being. 
Intelligible All ; and All is great 3 
A cryitalline tranfparency prevails, 555 

And (Irikes full luftre through the human fphere : 
Coniider man as mortal. All is dark. 
And wretched j reafon weeps at the furvey. 

The leam'd Lorenzo cries, *< And let her weep, 
•« Weak, modern reafon ; Antient times were wife. 560 
** Authority J that venerable guide, 
" Stands on my part j the fam'd Athenian porch 
" (And who for v/ifdom fo renowned as they ?) 
" Deny'd this imroortality to man/' 

N 3 I grant 
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I grant it$ but affirm, thxjfrtiv^d it too. 565 

A riddle this 1— Have patience \ I *1I explain. 

What noble vanities, what moral flights. 
Glittering through their romantic wifdom's page. 
Make us, at once, defpife them, and admire ? 
Fable is fiat to thefe high-feafonM fires $ 570 

They leave tb' extravagance of fong below. 
" Flelh (hall not feel ; or, feeling, fliall enjoy 
** The dagger or the rack ; to them, alike 
** A bed of rofes, or the burning bull." 
In men exploding all beyond the grave, 575 

Strange doctrine. This ! As doSriney it was ftrange 5 
But not, as prophecy ; for fuch it prov'd, 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfiU'd : 
They feign'd a firmnefs Cbrtfttans need not feign. 
The Chrijfian truly triumphed in the flame : 580 

The Stoic faw, in double wonder loft, 
Wohder at 'I'hem, and wonder at Himfelf, 
To find the bold adventures of his thought, 
Not bold, and that he ftrove to lye in vain. 

Whence, then, thole thoughts? Thofe towering 
thoughts, that flew 5S5 

Such monftrous heights ? — From inftin&^nA from pride. 
The glorious infiinSl of a deathlefs foul, 
Confus*dly confcious of her dignity, 
Suggefted truths they could not underftand. 
In lufi's dominion, and in paffiotCs ftorm, 590 

Trulb^s fyftem broken, fcatter'd fragments lay. 
As light in chaos, glimmering through the gloom : 
Smit with the pomp of lofty fentiments, 

PleasM 
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PleasM/r^ proclaim'd» what reafon diibeliev'd. 
Pride^ like the Delphic prieHefs, with a fwell^ [ 95 
RavM nonfenfey deftin'd to htfuittre fenfe. 
When life immortal^ in full day, ihould ihine ; 
And death's darkfljodotus fly the gofpel fun. 
Tbey fpoke, what nothing but wwtortal fouls 
Could fpeak $ and thus the truth they queftion*d, proved. 

Can then ab/urdities, as well as crimes^ 
Speak man immortalP AH things fpeak him fo. 
Much has been urg'd : and doft thou call for more ? 
Call ; and with endlefs queftions be diftrefsM, 
All unrefolvable, if eartb is all. 605 

<* Why Jife/ a moment j infinite, defire ? 
Our wifh. Eternity ? Our home, the Grave ? 
Heaven's promife dormant lies in human hope \ 
Who *wijhes life immortal, proves it too. 
Why liappinefs purfued, though never found ? 610 
Man's thirft of happinefs declares // £r, 
(For nature never gravitates to nought) ; 
That thirft unquench'd declares // is not Here* 
My Lucia, Thy Clarifla, call to thought \ 
Why cordial friendjbip riveted fo deep, 6x5 

As hearts to pierce at firft, at parting, rend. 
If friend, and friendihip, vanifh in an hour ? 
Is not This torment in the malk of joy ? 
Why by reflefiion marr'd the joys o£ fenfe ? 
Why/^, 2>xi^ future^ preying on our hearts, 620 
And putting all our prefent joys to death ? 
Why labours reafon ? inftin£i were as well 5 

N 4 " Inftina 
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<* Inftinft far better j what catn rhttfey can err: 

** O ho^ infaUibie the ihoughdcft bnrte! 

*< 'Twere well his Hdinefi were half as fure. 625 

♦• Reafsn with mdrnation, why at war ? 

" Why fenfe of guiit? why confrience up in arms >" 

Confcience of gnilt, is prophecy of pain. 
And bofom- council to decline the blow. 
Reafon with inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 630 

If nothing future paid forbearance Here : 
Thus on— Thefe, and a thonfand pleas uncall'd. 
All promife, fome enfurcy a fecond fcene ; 
Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far 
Than all things elfcmoft cirtain ; were itfalfey 635. 
What truth on earth fo precious as the lye ? 
This world it gives us, let what will enfue j 
This world, it gives, in that high cordial, hope : 
The future of the prefcnt is the foul : 
How this life groans, when fever'd from the nfxtf 64^ 
poor mutilated wretch, that dilbelieves ! 
By dark diftruit his being cut in two. 
In both parts psriftics | Hfe void of joy. 
Sad prelude of Eternity in pain ! 

Couidft thou perfuade me, the next life could lail 645 
Our ardent wiflies ; how fhould I pour out 
My bleeding heart in anguifli, netv, as deep I 
Oh 1 with v/hat thoughts, thy hope, and my defpair^ 
Abhon'd annihilation ! blafts the foul, 
A^nd wide extends the bounds of human wbe I 65a. 
Could I believe Loicnzo's fjrftem true, 
In this black chancel would my ravings run. 

<* Grief 
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•« Grirf from tdm-fimtn borrow'<J fisaoe, ere while. 

« The future n/tmifird! and the ^fetit pMM'dl 

** Strange import. o£ omprecedented Ul I 655 

<< Fall, bow profbiiiid! Like Lucifer's^ die fall ! 

<< Unequal fate \ Hi&£ali, without has gtoltt 

*^ From where fond b^ bvilt her pavilion high) 

** The gods among, hurl'd headiongy hurPd at once 

'* Toni^tf To wdfhigj daxi^er flilLthan night! 660 

** If 't was a dreamy why wake me, my worft Foc^ 

" Lorenzo ! boaftf d of the name o£ Friend ! 

« O for delufion ! O for enor ftill ! 

*< Could vengeance ftrike much ftronger than to plant 

** A thinking being in a world like This, 665 

•< Not over-rich be&re, notu beggar'd quite ; 

^ More curft.than at tht fall P-^Ths fun goes out ! 

*' The thorns ihoot up! What thorns in every thought ! 

« Why fenfe of better ? It imbitters worfe. 

« Whyfenfftf -why life? If buttafigh, then fink 670 

^ To what I vras ! twke nothing ! and much woe ! 

<' Woe, from heaiasn's bounties ! viroe from what was > 

" wont 
" To flatter moft, high-intelle^lual ponjuerSi. 
" nQugbtyvirtue-fkno'VDlidge! bleffings, by /^ fchetae,,., 
^' All poifon'd into p&itis. ¥it&.f^kmiwUdgey onct bj^^ 
" My fouPs ambitioo, nanu hw greateft dread. 
" To know myfelfy true wiCiom ?-^No, to fliun 
" That (hocking fcicnpe, parent of defpair • 
" Avert thy mirror : if I fee, I die. 

" Knonjo my Crtatw? Climb His bleft abode 626> 
^•* ^X painful fpeculation, pierce the veil, 

" Dive. 
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<* Dive in His nature, read His attributes* 

** And gaze in admiration— on zfoef 

** Obtruding life, witb-holding happinefft ! 

« From the full rivers that furround his throne, 685 

** ^Not letting fall one drop of joy on man } 

** Man gafping for one drop, that he might ceaSt ^ 

** To curfe his birth, nor envy reptiies more 1 

<< Ye fable clouds ! ye darkeft (hades of night! 

*^ Hide Him, for ever hide Him, from my thought, 690 

<' Once aU my comfort \ fource, and (bul of joy ! 

** Now leaguM with furies, andwith^T'it^^, againftme. 

" Kn9w His aicbii<uem€nts f Study His renown ? 
** Contemplate this amazing univerfe, 
<< Dropt from His hand, with miracles replete I 695 
" For what ? *Mid miracles of nobler name, 
** To find one miracle of mifery F 
<' To find the Being, which alone can kmnv 
« And prai/e His works, a blemifli on His praile ? 
" Through nature's ample range, in thought, to ftroll. 
** And ftart at max, the fingle moumei* There, 
** Breathing high hope 1 chained down to pangs, and 
" death? 

'^ Knowing is fuffering : and fliall *virtii£ fliare 
/< The figh of kwnvledge f — ^Virtue ihares the figh. 
" By draining up the fteep of exceUenU 705 

« By battles fought, and, from temptation, won, 
" What gain fee, but the pang of feeing worth, 
«« Angelic worth, foon fhu filed in the dark 
-*< With every vice, and fwept to brutal duSt ? 

" Mcrk 
* Lorenzo^ 



THE COMPLAINT, Night VII. 187 

** Merit is madnefs 5 virtue is a crime 5 710 

" A crime to reafwy if it cofts us pain 

" Unpaid : what pain, amidl^ thoufand more, 

** To think the raoft abaftdott^d, after days 

*• Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 

** As foft a pillow, not mzke fouler clay ! 715 

" Duty f Religion /— Thefe, our duty done, 
** Imply reward. Religion is miftake. 
" Duty /—There 's none, but to repel the cheat. 
" Ye cheats ! away ! ye daughters of my pride ! 
** W ho feign yourfelves the favourites of the Ikies: 726 
** Ye towering hopes ! abortive energies ! 
** That toft, and ftruggle, in my lying bread, 
** To fcale the ikies, and build J)refumptions There, 
" As I were heir of an Eternity* 
*' Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 725 
" Why travel far in queft of fure defeat ? 
** As bounded as my being, be my wifli. 
" All is inverted, lAjifdom is a fool. 
** Senfe ! take the rein j blind pajjion ! drive us on ; 
*« And, ignorance! befriend us on our way ; 73a 

" Ye WW, but trueft patrons of our peace ! 
*' Yes J give the pulfe full empire j live the brute^ 
" Since, as the brute, we die. The fum of man, 
<* Of Godlike man ! to re*vel, and to rot. 

** But not on equal terms with otBer brutes : 735 
" Their revels a more poignant relilh yield, 
** And fafcr too ; tkcy never poifons chufe. 
*• InfiinSl, than reafon, makes more whoiforae meals, 
*' And fends all-marring murmur far away. 

« For 
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«< Yorfinfual life they beft philoibphiEe i 74© 

" i'beirSf thstfergMe, ikefyges fought in vain : 

** 'Tis man alone expoft^Aptes with heaven^ 

** Hisy all the po^werj and all the cda^, to mourn, 

<< Shall hmian eyes ^j7«tf diiTolve in tears ? 

*< And bleed, in anguiih, none but human hearts ? 745 

** The wide-ftretchM realm of intelUBual vroc, 

** Suiipdiffing fenfual far, is All our Own, 

** In lifi fo fatally diftinguifli'd, why 

" Caft in one lot, confounded, lunp'd, in ^ieatb F 

" Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt? 750 

** Why thundered this peculiar clau/e againft us, 
" AU-mortal and All-injreUbed ! — Have the ikies 
** Reafons of (late, their fubje£ls may not fcan, 
** Nor humbly reafon, when they forefy figh ? 
**. All-mortal J and AU-nvretcbed !-^''Ti% too much : 755 
*' Unparalleled in nature : 'tis too much 
** On being unnquejled at Thy hands, 
" Omnipotent I for I fee nought but po<wer. 

" And why fee That ? Why thought ? To toil, and cat, 
<< Then make our bed in darknefs, needs no thought. 761 
" What fuperfluities are reafoning fouls I 
<* Oh give Eternity 1 or Thought deftroy. 
<< But without thought our curfe were half unfelt $ 
*• Its blunted edge would fpare the throbbing heart $ 
** And, therefore y 'tis beftow'd, I thank thee, Reafon .'765 
** For aiding life'^s too fmall calamities, 
** And givirtg being to the dread of death. 
'* Such are thy bounties !— Was it then too much 

5 • «* Foi 
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** For me, totni^fA an the fanilal rigfatB ? 

*^ Too mucti for beMuem to make one emmet more I 770 

*^ Too miidi £or ^-^^l/ to permit my mais 

<< A longer ftft^>\vikk dfences imwrong^hii 

" Unfaihio«*^'««/ar»tt?«r</i»to. flBWtt/* 

*' Wretched ^rff«nw«i/ to dits round. of pains ! 

" Wretched capacity of phrenzy, tbeugbt ! 775 

** Wretcbcd ea|>adty «# dyings /^ A 

^* Life J timtgbi^ 'Uforikf nmfiiom^ AU (O £cmi revoH V) 

'* OncB' hvSoA^ to peace, gone ow«r to the foe. 

** Death, ihBn, has cbangM hi« n^Jmrt too : O death ! 
'' Come to my bo&m, thou heft gi#t of heaven f 780* 
** Beft firiend of man t fince man 19 man no more. 
" Why in tikis thorny nviidermfi fo long, 
" Since there 'a no promised land* s ambrofial hower, 
'' To pay me with its honey for my ftings } 
*< If needful to the felfifli fchemes of heaven 785 

*^ To ftiag lis fere» why iisor^^ our mifery I 
** Why thi« fq fumptttoua infult o'er our heads ? 
** Why tbia tUu(trioii$ canopy di%lay'd ? 
" Why fo n>«|:^«^e»tly lodg'd dej^air t 
'^ At dated pehods> ibre-retumtng, roll 790 

<* Thefe glorftms grbsy that mortaia naay compute 
** Their (ength of laboups, and of .pains ; nor k>le 
** Their nufecy'a full taeafure ?-«-$mlIea with ioweray 
** And fruits, promifcuon^, ever-teeming earthy 
*^ That man may Langtufh in lifxttrkais fsenes, 795 
« And in an £d«a moitrn hia witfaer'd foys ? 
^* Claim ea<th.3iid ikies man's admiradon, do* 
** Txivfitci deiighta I Bkft sHimah t too wif^ 

« To 
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Charm ricbes P Why ckuife beggary in the grave. 

Of every hope a, baY)}grapt ! and for ever ? 

Ambition^ pleafurf^ a^imricey perfuade thee 

To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, %6% 

They ♦ lately /r©*i;V, the fouPs fuprerae defire- 

What art thou wade of ? Rather,, how Unmade ? 
-Great nature^ maftcr-appetite deftroy'd I 
Is endlefs life, aad happineis, defpis'd ? 
•^Or both wilh'd, httfe^ where neither, can he found ? S65 
-Such inaa'» pervei-fc, eternal war with 4>e«ven I 
Dar'ft thou peufift? And is there nought on earthy 
But a long train of traniitory forms, 
l^iing, and Ixreal^ing, millions in an hour? 
Bubbles of a fautallic deity, blown up £70 

Jn fport, aydt then. 41% cnielty deibroy'd ? 
Oh I for what cfime, unmerciful Lorenzo ! 
-Deftroys thy fcheme the <vjhole of human race ? 
Kind is. fell Lucifer, compared to Thee : 
Oh I fpare this ijoafie of being half- divine j, 875 

And vindicate th' apconomy of heaven. 

Heaven is all love j all joy in giving joy : 
•It never had <yeated, but to bUfs :• 
And fhall it,, tbei^ ftrike off the lift of life, 
A l^eing blcft, 9m yforthyi Jo to be ? (So 

Heaven ftarts at an annihilatitig God. 

is TJiat, dXlpfliure ftarts at, thy defire ? 
Art fuch a clod to wifh thyiclf all clay ? 
rWhat A% tliat dreadful wifli ?— The dying groan 
iCf nature^ nyucder'd bj the blacked guilt. S8j 

What 
* In Night VI. 
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What deadly poifon has thy nature drunk ; 

To nature undebauch'd no fhock Co great ^ 

Nature's/;^ wifti is endU/s happinefsi 

Annihilation is an after-thought, 

A.tnonftrous wiih, unborn till virtue dies. ^9 

And, oh i what depth of horror lies inclos'd i 

For non-exiftence no man ever wifh'd. 

But, firft) he wiihM the Deity deftroy'd. 

If fo 5 what words are dark enough to draw 
TJiy.pifture true ? The darkeft are too fair. ^^95 

Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of defperation, by what fury's aid. 
In what infernal, pofture of .the foul. 
All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
Ax. ijjch a biith, a birth fo near of kin, -^oa 

Did. thy foul fancy whelp £6 black a fcheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown. 
And deities begun, reduced to dud ? 

There 's nought (thou fay'ft) but one eternal flux 
Of £eeble eifences, tumultuous driven 905 

Through timers rowgh billows intojtight^j abyft. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin, . 
Is there no rock, on which man's tofling thought 
Can reft from terror, dare his fate furvey. 
And boldly think it fometbing to be bom ? ^10 . 

Amid fuch hourly wrecks of being fair. 
Is there no central, all-fuftaining bafe. 
All-realizing, all-connefting ^ooy^r. 
Which, as it calPd foi:th all things,. can>^«/4 . ,. 
Aadiforce deftru^ion to refund her fpoil ? 915 

Vol. IL O Command 
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Command the grave reftore her taken prey ? 

Bid death's dark vale its human hanreft yield. 

And earth f and ocfan^ pay their debt of man. 

True to the grand depofit trufted there ? 

Is there no potentate y whofe otit-ftretch*d arm, 920 

When ripening time calls forth th' appointed hour, 

Pluck'd from foul de'vafiatiori' s famifhM maw. 

Binds prcfent, paft^ and future, to his throne ? 

His throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd. 

By germinating beings cluttering round ! 925 

A garland worthy the divinity ! 

A throne, by heaven's omnipotence infmUesy 

Built (like a pharos towering in the waves) 

Amidft immenfe efFufions of his love 1 

An ocean of communicated blifs ! ' 930 

An all-prolific, all -preferving God ! 
ms were a God indeed.— And fuch is nan. 
As here prefum'd : he rifes from his fall. 
Think'ft thou Omnipotence a naked root. 
Each bloffom fair of Deity deftroy'd ? 935 

Nothing is dead j nay, nothing ileeps ; each foul. 
That ever anirnated human clay, 
'Now wakes ; is on the wing :* and where, O where. 
Will the fwarra fettle ? — ^When the trumpefs call. 
As founding brafs, collets us, round heaven's throne 940 
Conglob'd, we bafk in everlatting day, 
(Paternal fplendor 1) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the foul this outlet to the fkies, 
In this vaft veflcl of the univcrie, 

Hovr 
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How fhould we gafp, as in an eittpty void! 945 

How in the patigs of famifti'd btfpe expire ! 

How bright My proff>eft ihines ! how gloomy, tkinej 
A trembling world ! and a devonring God! 
Earthy but the Shambles of Omnipotence • 
fle£ifven''s face all ftaih'd with caurdefs maflacres 950 
Of countlefs millicms, botn to feel the pang 
Of being Ufi. Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
^his bids ns Ihudder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be bom to fuch a phantom world. 
Where nought fubftantial but our mifery ? 955 

Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diflrefs, • 
So foon to perifti, and revive no more ? 
The greater yw'f A a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, fo far from great (and yet how great 
It ihineii to thee !) there 's nothing real in it ; 960 

Being., a ihadow.; coufrioufnefs^ a dream : 
A dream, how dreadful ! Univerfal blank 
Before it, and behind ! Poor man, a fpark 
From non-exiftenc^ fti-ack by wrath divine. 
Glittering a moment, nor that moment fure, 96^ 

'Midft upper, nether, and furrounding nighty 
His fad, fure, fudden, and eternal tomb! 

Lorenzo I doft ^oMfeel thefe arguments ? 
Or is thei-e nought but mengeance tin be feltf 
■How haft thou dar'd the deity dethrone ? 97P 

How dar'd indi^ Him of a world like this ? 
\i fuch the World, creation wa« a crime j 
For what is crime but caufe of mifery ? 
Retraft, blaiphcmer ! and unriddle this^ 

O tt X5f 
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Of endlefs arguments above^ bebnuy 975 

Without us, and <witbin^ the ihort rcfult— 

** If man V immortal^ there "s a God in beaven,^* 

But wherefore fuch redundancy ? fuch wafte 1 

Of argument ? One fets wy foul at reft ! 
One obvious^ and at hand, and, oh !— at heart, 980 
So jufl the ikies, Philander's life fo paihM, 1 

His heart fo pure ; tbaty ov fuccecding fcenes I 

Have palms to give, orx ne'er had he been bom. 

** What CM old tale is this /" Lorenzo cries.—* 
T. grant this argument is old ; but truth 9S5 

No years impair ; and had not this been true. 
Thou never hadft defpis'd it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as thy foul 5 ^nd fable 
As fleeting as thy joys : be wife, nor make 
Heaven's higheft blefling, vengeance ; O be wife ! 990 1 
Nor make a curfe of immortality. 

Say, know'ft thou what it is, or what thou art ? • 
Know'ft thou th' importance of a foul immortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory : worlds on worlds I 
An^azing pomp ! redouble this amaze $ 995 

Ten thoufand add ; add twice ten thoufand more ; 
Then weigh the whole \ one foul outweighs them all i 
And calls th* aftonilhing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creat-.on poor, , 

For this, believe not mei no man believe; 1000 

Truft not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no lefs ' 
Than thofeof the Supreme \ nOr His, a few; 
Confult them all'y confulted, all proclaim 
Thy foul's importance s tremble at thyfdf j 

For 
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For whom Omnipotence has walc'd fo long : 1005 

Has wak'd, and work'd, for ages; from the birth 
Of nature to this unbelieving hour. 

In this* fmair province of His vaft domain 
(All nature bow, while I pronounce His Name !) 
What has God done, and not for this fole end, 10 id 
To refcue fouls from death ? The fours high price 
Is writ in ail the conduft of the fkies. 
The fours high price is the Creation* s Key. 
Unlocks its myfteries, and naked lays 
Thd genuine caufe of evciy deed divine r 10 15 

That is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obvious correfpondence, and unites 
Moft diftant periods in one bleft defign : 
That is the mighty hinge, on which have tuni'd 
All revolutions, whether we regard ioi» 

The naturaf, ci*vil, or religious, world j 
The former two but fei-vants to the third : 
To that there duty done, they both expire. 
Their ^^ new-caft, forgot their deeds reno^wn^d'. 
And angels a(k, " Where oyice they Jbone fo fair ?^'' 1025 

To lift us from this abje6^, to fublime ;. 
This flux, to permanent 5 this dark, to dayj 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to ferene j 
This mean, to mighty !— for this glorious end 
Th' Almighty, rifing, his long fabbath broke ! 10 jo 
The world was made ; was i-uin'd j was reftor'd j . 
Laws from the fkies were publiihM ; were repealed j 
On ^/irM kings, kingdoms, rofej kings, kingdoms, fell 5 
Fam*d fegcs lighted up the fa^ an world j 

O 3 , Prophets 
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Prophets from Sion dar^d a keen glance 1055 

Through diftant age y faints traverd ^ m^tyrs bled. 
By wonders lacred nature ftood contrord ; 
The living were tranilated j dead were rais'd ;. 
Angelsy and more than angels, came from heaven ^ 
And, oh! for tits, defc ended lower ftill ; 1040 

Guilt was hell's gloom $ adonifliMat his gueft^^ 
For one fhort moment Lucifer adorM : 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do lefs ?— For this. 
That halloed page, fools fcoft' at, was inipir^dy 
Of all thefe trutlis thrice venerable code ! 1045 

Deifls ! perform your quarantine j and then 
Fall proftrate, ere you touch it, leJft you die. 

Nor lefs ihtenfely bent infernal powers 
To mar, than thofe of light, this end to gain. 
O what a fcene is here !— Lorenzo ! wake ! 1050 

Rife to the thought j exert, expand thy foul 
To take the vail idea : it denies 
All elfe the name of great. Two warring wodds I- 
Not Europe againft Afric j warring worlds I 
Of more than mortal 1 mounted on the wing t 1055 
On ardent wings of eneitgy and zeal, 
High-hovering o'er this little brand of ftrife t 
This fublunary ball — But ftiife, for what ? 
In their own caufe conflidling ? No ; in tbine. 
In man's. His Jingle intereft blows the flame j lodo^ 
His the fole (lake; his fate the trumpet founds. 
Which kindles war immortal. How it bums ! 
Tumultuous fwarms of deities in arms I 
Force, force oppofmg, till the. waves run high. 

And. 
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And tempeft nature's imiverfkl fphere. 1065 

Such oppofites eternal, ftedfaft, ftern, 
Such foes implacable, a.rQ good, and rV/; 
Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace between them. 
Think not this fi6lion, " There ^was ivarin heafve/t,^^ 
From heaven's high cryftal mountain, where it hung, 1070 
Th' Almighty's out-itrctch'd arm took down his bow. 
And ihot his indignation at the deep : 
Re-thunder'd beil, and darted all her fires* 
And feemS the flake of li^le moment ftiil ? 
And (lumbers /«^ff, who fmgly caus'd the ftorm ? 1075 
He ilecps,— And art thou Ihock'd at myfieries ? 
The greateft. Thou* How dreadful to rcfleft. 
What ardour, care, and couni^ mortais caufe 
In breafts divine ! how little in their own ! 

Where-c'er I turn,how nc:^. proofs pour upon me ! xc8o 
How happily this wondrous view fupports 
My former argument ! How krongly ftrikes 
Immortal Ufe's full dcmonftiation, here I 
Why this exertioA ? Why this Arange regard 
FroHi heaven's Omnipotent indulg'd to man ?— 10^5 
Becaufe, in man» the glorious dreadful power. 
Extremely to be pain'd, or bleft, ^or e^-ver* 
Duration gives importance \ fwells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day. 
What would he be ? A trifle of no weight ; 1090 

Or ftand, or fall ; no matter which ; he 's gone. 
Becaufe Immortal, therefore is indulg'd 
This ftrange regard of deities to duft. 
Hence heaven looks down on eartli with all her eyes r 

O 4. Hence 
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Hence, the fours mighty moment in her fight : lo^J 

Hence, every foul has partifans above. 

And every thought a critic in the ikies : 

Hence, clay, vile clay 1 has angels for its guard. 

And every guard a pafHon for his charge : 

Hence, from all age, die cabinet divine iioa 

Has held high counfel o^er the fate of man. 

Nor have the clouds thofe gracious counfels hid $ 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
And Providtncc came forth to meet mankind : 
In various modes of ^mphafis and awe, 1 1*05 

He fpoke his will, and trembling nature heard i. 
He fpoke it loud, in thunder and in ftorm. 
Witnefs, thou Sinai ! whofe cloud -co ver'd height. 
And ihaken bails, own'd the prefent God ; 
Witnels, ye biUonvsl whofe returning tidc> 111^ 

Breaking the chain that fafkenM it in air. 
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell : 
Witnefs, yc flames! X\C Aflyrian tyrant blew 
To fevenfold rage, as impotent, as ih-ong : 
And thou, earth I witnefs, whofe expanding jaws IVB5. 
Clos'd a'er * frefumfttorCs facrilegious fons r 
Has not each element, in turn, fubfcribM' 
Thtfoul^j.bigb price f and fwom it to the wife ? 
Has not flame, ocean, aether, earthquake, ibove 
To ftrike tbu truth through adamantine man ? rito 
If not all adamant, Lorenzo 1 hear $ 
All is delufion $ nature is wrapt up. 
In tenfold night, from reaforCs keeneit eye \ 

Thcrt 
• I^orah, &c» 
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There *s no confiftence, meaning, plan, or end. 

In Sill beneath the fun, in all above, X125 

(As far as man can pegietrate), or heaven 

Is an immenfe, ineftimable prize ; 

Or all is Nothing, or that prize is alL— • 

And ihall each toy be ftill a match for heaven, ^ 

And full equivalent for groans below ? xis« 

Who would not give a trifle to prenient 

What he would give a thoufand worlds to cure ? 

Lorenzo ! thou haft feen (if thine to fee) 
All nature^ and her God (by nature's courfe^ 
And nature's courfe controVd) declare for me : 11 j^ 
The ikies above proclaim, " immortal m^nV^ 
And, << man immortal T^ all below refounds. 
The world 'a a fyftem of theology. 
Read by the greateft ftrangers to the fchools j 
If Aonefl, learn'd ; znd/ages o'er a plough. 1 1441 

Is not, Lorenzo ! then, imposed on thee 
This hard alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy reafin^ or ihjfenfs'y or, 'to belienjef 
What then is unbelief? 'Tis an exploit j 
A ftrenuous enterprize : to gain it, man 1 145 

Muft. burft through every bar of common fenfe, 
Of common fhame, magnanimouily wrong ^ 
And what rewards the fturdy combatant } 
His prize, repentance \ infamy ^ his crown. 

But wherefore, infamy f — For want of faiths x 1 50' 
Down the fteep precipice of nurong he Aides 5 
There '» nothing to fupport him in the rights 
faith in tbe future wanting is at leaft 

' U 
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And what Aire mark difBngnlihes the wife ? 915 

Confident wifdoin ever wills the fame ; 

Thy fickle wifli is ever on the wing. 

Sick of herfelf, is foUfs chara6^er; 

As mjifdoTtCs isy a modeft felf-applauie. 

A change of evils is thy good fupreme \ 920 

Nor, but in motion, canft thou find thy reft. 

Man*s greateft ftrength is ihewn in ftanding ftill. 

The %rft fure fymptom of a mind in health. 

Is reft of heart, and pleafure felt at home. 

ftiye pleafure from abroad her joys imports ; 915 

Rich from within, and fe]f>faftain*d, the true. 

The iru$ is fixt, and folid as a rock \ 

Slippery. the y27^, and ftoffing, as the wave. 

T^ii, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain \ 

Tiatf like the fabled, felf-enamour'd boy, 930 

Home- contemplation her fupreme delight } ' 

She dreads an interruption from without, 

Smit with her own condition ; and the more 

!lntenfe flie gazes, ftill it charms the more. 

No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth 9^5 

There breathes not a more happy than himfelf t 
Then envy dies, and love overflows on All $ 
And love overflowing makes an angel Here. 
I Such angels. All, intitled to repofe 

On Him who governs fate : though tempeftfrow&s» -940 
Though nature (hakes, how foft to lean on heaven 1 
I To lean on Him, on whom archangels lean I 

I With inward eyes, and filent as the grave. 

They ftand collefling every beam of thought. 

Till 
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Till their hearts kindle with divine delight ; ^ 945 

For all their thoughts, like ^geh, Teen of old 
In Ifrael's dream, come from, and go to, heaven : 
Hence, are they ftudious of fequefter*d fcenes \ 
While noife, and diilipation, comfort thee. 

Were all rticn happy, revelings would ceafe, 950 
That opiate for inquietude within. 
Lorenzo ! never man was truly bleft. 
But it composed, and gave him fuch a caft, 
A^ folly might milbike for want of joy. 
A caft, unlike the triumph of the proud }> 9^5 

A modeft alpe6b, and a fmile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy Philander'^s fpring I" 
A fpring perennial, riiing in the breaft. 
And permanent, as pure t no turbid ftream 
Of rapturous exaltation, fwelling high \ 960 

Which, like land-floods, impetuous pour a while. 
Then (ink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man, who tranfient joy prefers ?: 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the ftream > 

Vain are all fudden fallies of delight} 965 

Convulfions of a weak, diftempcr'd joy. 
Joy ^s a fixx ftate ^ a tenure, not a Aart. 
Blifs there is none, but unprecarious blifs : 
That is the gem : fell All, and purchafe That^ , 
Why go a-begging to contingencies, 970 t 

Not gain'd with eafe, nor fafely lov'd, if gain'd ? 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and pauie^ 
Sufpe£l it ; what thou canft enfure, enjoy j 
A^ nought but what thou giv'ft thyfelf; is fare, 

R 3 ' Reafm 
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Rea/b» perpetttates joy that refifbn gives, ^^ 

And makes it as immortal asiherfdf : 

To mortals, nought immortal, bnt therr worth. 

Worth, confcious worth ! (hould abfoluUfy rfeigar ; 
And other joys afk leave for their approach 5 
Nor, unexaminM, ever leave obtain. ^80 

Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and peri/h in inteftine btoils j 
Not the ieaft promife of internal peace I 
No bofom-comfort ! or unborrowed Wifs J 
Thythoughts are vagabonds 3 All outward-bouridj *)%$ 
'Mid fands, and rocks, and ftprms, tocmiie forplcafiire j 
If gain'd , dear-bought ; and better mifs'd than giin'^i 
Much pain muft expiate what much pain procured. 
Fancy, 2iTidi fenfe, from an infefted ihore. 
Thy cargo bring ; and peftilenoe the prize, ^90 

Then, fuch thy thirft (infetiable thirft ! 
By fond indulgence but infkrm'd the more !) 
Fancy ftill cruifes, wlien poorfinfe is tir'd. 

Imagination is the Paphian ihop. 
Where feeble happinefs, like Vulcan, lame, 995 

Bids foul iiUojy in their dark recefs. 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires). 
With wanton art, thofe fatal arrows form. 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame. 
Wotildft thou receive them, other thoughts there are, xdoa 
On angel -wing, defcendiog from above. 
Which thefe,' with art divine, would countcr-woric,- 
And form celeilial armour for thy peace* 
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In this is feeri imagiAatibn*s guitt ; 
But who can count her foiths t She betrays thfee, 1005 
To think in grandfeut there is fdraethihg great. 
For wbilts df oiridus art, arid anticnt fame. 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly painM j 
And foreign climes mull cater for thy tafte. 
Hcn<fe, what difafter ! — Though the price was paici, 1610 
That perfecuting prieft, the Turk of Rome, 
Whofe foot (ye gods 1) though cloven, ihuil be kifs'd* 
Detained thy dinner on the Latian (hdffe ; 
(Such is the fatfc of honeft I*roteftants !) 
And poor fhagmficekce is ftarv'd to death. 1015 

Hence juft refentment, indignation, ire !— 
Be pacify Mj if outv3ard thifigs are grfeat, 
*Tis magnanimity gteat things to fcorn 5 
Pompous expenccs, and parades augu(i, 
Ahd'courts, that infilt^brioiTs foil to peabe. xozb' 

True Happinefs ne'er enter'd ^i an eye 5 
True happihefs refides in thiiiig^s uftfeen. 
No froiles oi fortune evtr bleft the bad. 
Nor can her 'frowns rob ttihocence of joys ; 
Tiif/ jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor : i'025 

So tell his Holifiefs, and be revtng'd. 

F/pa/«r/, We b6rl!i 'agree, is man's chief gobrf; 
Our only conteft,'What defei-ves the name. 
Give pkafuris name to nought, but what has pafs'd 
Tfc* authehttc feaf of rekfiri (>ir8i(ih, liie YoAe,' 1 0.30 
Pcmurrs c/ii'V/Kat it! p^ffes), aM defies 
The ttJoWiir timi'; whi^ii p'arf; a pleafiire ftift j 
Dearer orrtfrat,* BdVitttf foi- Its a^, - 

R 4 And 



14«, YOUNG'S. POEMS. 

And doubly to be prizM, as it promotes 

Our future, while it forms our prefent, joy- i035* 

Some joys the future overcaft ; and fome 

Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 

Some joys endear eternity j fome give 

Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful charms. 

Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? X040 

Confult thy luhole exificncey and be fafe j 

That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 

Short is the le^on, though my lefture long. 

Be good-'-^SLnd. let heaven anfwer for the reft. 

Yet, with a figh o'er all mankind, I grant 1045 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope. 
The good matt has his clouds that intervene | 
Clouds, that oh/cure his fublunary day. 
But never conquer : ev'n the befi muft own. 
Patience, and refignation, are the pillars 105a 

Of human peace on earth. The pillars, Thefe : 
But thoie of Seth not more remote from Thee, 
Till this heroic leflbn tliou haft learnt j 
To frown at pkafure^ and to fmile in pain. 
Fir'd at the profpcft of unclouded blifs, 1055 

Heaven in reverfion, like the fun, as yet 
Beneath th' horizon, chears us in this world ^ 
It iheds, on fouls fufceptible of light. 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

*< This (fays Lorenxo) is a fair harangue s 1060 
** But can harangues blow back ftrong nature^&ftream . 
*< Or ftera the tide heaven pufhes through our veins, 
«« Which fweeps away man's impoteni refolves, 

" And 
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** And lays his labour level with the nmrldF'''' 

Themfelves men make their comment on mankind % 
And.think nought ij, but what they find at home: 
Thus, weaknefs to chimaera turns the truth. 
Nothing romantic has the Mufe prefcrib'd* 
'* Above,. Lorenzo faw the man of earth. 
The mortal man ^ and wretched was the fight. 1070 
To balance that, to comfort, and exalt, 
Now fee the mxin immortal : him, I mean, 
Who lives as fuch j. whofe heart, full-bent on heaven. 
Leans all that way, his bias to the ftars. 
The world^s dark ihades, in contrail fet, ihall raife 1075 
ii^/j luftre more ; though bright, without a foil : 
Obferve his aweful portrait, and admire j 
Nor flop at wonder $ imitate, and live. 

Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw. 
What noJiung lefs than angel can exceed ! 1080 

A VPfOk on earth devoted to the ikies $ 
Like ihips in feas, while in, above the world. 

With afpe6l mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him feated on a mount ferene, 
Above the, fogs oi fenfcy and paffion's ilorm ; J0S5 
All the black cares, and tumults, of this life. 
Like barmlef* thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Eartb^s genuine fons, the fceptred, and the (lave, 
A mingled mob I a wandering herd ! he fees, 1090 
Bewtlder'd in the vale ; in all unlike I 
His fuU reverfe in all \ what higher praife ? 

What 
• In a former Night, 



What ftrohg^f d«nbff«fei«6h oF the right ? 

Tlie pttlfent all /»rtr cai^ ; the future, his. 
When ffublic \vtelftire c^Ils, oi' private want, ib^J 

^^ gi\re to fame; hik bdunty ^'^ cofacealb. 
neir virtues vamiih nature ; th exzlt. 
Mankind's efteein fbej^ cduit ; and Be, iiid &^. 
Ifbeifii the wild chace o^ faljh ftlicities ; 
His^ the composed pof^on of the ttite. ixoo | 

Alike throughout is bis obnfiftent peace, I 

All of oiTe cdlour^ »id an even thread ; i 

While party-coldur*d (hil?ds of happinef^, 
With hideous gsipe between, patch up for thi^ 
A madmfan*s rdbej each puff ^fortune \A&ki nb^ 
The tatters by^ and ihefws their Hftkediidl. 

He fees with other eye« thaik fhHr^ t m^imt fttj^ 
Behold Tifim^ be ffiies a Bei^\ 
What makes tbem only imilc) makeis him ^&0tt. 
Where tbey fee mounia&iSf be httato^^x^i tU4^ 
An empire^ in his balam^ weighs a gfvm. 
They things terreftrial worfeip, as dmne s 
Hit hopes immortal bloV them by^ a^ daft. 
That dims his fight, and (horteiis bis furve^, 
'^Vhich longs, in Infinite^ to lofe all bound. iix^ 

Titles and honours (if they prove hia fbte) 
He lays afide to find his dignity} 
No dimity they find in aught befides. 
Tbejf triumph in externals (whichconteU 
Man's real glory)^ proud of an cclipfe. iiair 

Himfelf too nrach be prizts t6 be pn>nd> 
And nothing thinks fo great in man, as max^ 

TOQ 
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Too dear be Mds hU i^ttrr6ft, to n6gl^ 

AnotEtff's Welfare, dr hhs rigKt in^atf t j 

^eir intereft, Kke a lion, lives oh pity. ii«5. 

7i&^ kindle at the fliadow of a wrohg'j 

Wrong i&tf fuiBtth* with teihper, looks oil bea^l^. 

Nor ftoops to think his injwrer his fdc j 

Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wotmds his |Jiacte, 

A covered heart their charaftcr defends 5 xi j» 

A covered heart denies him Half his pralfe; 

With nakednefs his innocence agtees ; 

While their broad foliage te^fies theii- BIL 

Their no joys ertd, where bis full feaft begihtf i 

Jtis j6ys create. Theirs murder, fattii-e blili. 11J5 

To triumph in exiftence, btJ alone ; 

And his^ aloni, triiimphantly; to think 

His true exiftence is not yet beguh. 

His glorious coutft was, yeftenlayi complele ) 

J>eath, then, was weltotae 5 yet lift ftJll is fi^eet. ix^O 

But nothirfg chirms Lorenzoi like the fiWii 
Undaunted breafl-^And whofe is that high pralft t 
They yield* t6 pltiAire, though they danger bra\r^; 
And fhew n6 fortitude, but in the field ; 
If thfere they fhew it, 'tis for gl6ry fhewn 5 1145 

Nor will that cordJal always man tbeirhtvciis. 
A cordial his fuftains, that cannot fail ; 
By pleafure unfubdued, unbroke by paifr. 
He fhares in that Omnipotence he trufls. 
/fll-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls ; i^i6' 

And when he falls-, writes VICI on -his Ihield. 
From magnanimity^ zllfear above 5 

From 
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From nobler recompence, above applai^t \ 
Which owes to man's ^or/ out-look all its charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, ii 55 

Lorenzo cries,—** Where Ihine^ this miracle ? 
*< From what root rifes this immorUd man /'* 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground | 
The root diile6l, nor wonder at xh&floixjer, 

//^follows nature (notlike * thee) andihews us i x^o 
An uninverted fyftem of a man. 
Bis appetite wears reaforCs golden chain. 
And finds, in due reftraint, its luxury* 
His paJpoHy like an eaglef well reclaimed. 
Is taught to fl/.at nougfit, but Infinite. ZX65 

Patient his bopty un-anxious is his care^ 
His caution fearlefs, and his grief (if grief 
The gods ordain) a ftranger to defpair. 
And why ? — Becaufe, a£Fe6lion, more than meet, 
I{i« wifdom leaves not difengagM from heaven. . 1170 
Thofe fecondary goods that fmile on earth. 
He, loving in, prgportiony loves in. peace. 
They moft the world enjoy, who leail admire. 
His underftanding 'fcapes the common cloud . 
Of fumes, arifing from a boiling bnait. 1(75 

His head is clear, becaufe his heart is cool. 
By worldly competitions uninflamM, 
The moderate movements of his foul admit 
Diflin6k ideas, and matured debate, 
An eye impartial, and an even fcale ; x 1 80 

Whence judgment found, and unrepenting choice. 

Thus, 
• See page 24.1. vcr. 838. 
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Thus, in a double fenfe, the good are wife ; 
On its own dunghill, wifcr than the world. 
What, then, the world ? It muft bfc doubly weak; 
Strange truth ! as foon would they believe their Creed* 

Yet thus at is ; nor otherwife can be ; 
So far from aught romantic, what I fing. 
Blifs has no being, virtue has no (bength. 
But from the profpe^l of immortal life. 
Who thinkcarth all, or (what weighs juft the fame) 1 1 ^o 
Who care no farther, mufl prize what it yields j 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 
Who thinks eaith nothing, can't its charms admire $ 
He can't a foe, though moft malignant, hate, 
Becaufe that hate would prove his greater foe. 1x95 
'Tis hard for them (yet who fo loudly boaft 
Good- will to men ?) to love their deareft friend s 
For may not he invade their goodfupremij 
Where the leaft jealoufy turns love to gall ? 
All ihines to themy that for a feafon fliines* i«6e 

Each aft, each thought, i^^queftions, ^* What its weighty 
** Its colour what, ' a thoufand ages hence ?^*— • 
And what it there appears, he deems it no9ja. 
Hence, pure are the recefifes of his foul. 
The god-like man has nothing to conceal. I9«5 

His virtue, conftitutionaliy deep, 
Has habifs firmnefs, and affeSian's flame ; 
Angels, ally*d, defcend to feed the fire ; 
And deathy which others flays, makes him a god« 

And now, Lorenxo \ bigot of this world ! 11 to 

Wont to difdain poor bigots caught by.lieaveii I 

Stand 



Stand by ^yfcotn, aud J?c jedvcM Uyma^t : 

For what art thoii ?-r-T>J?u l^oa%r I wlule tty gl^re. 

Thy gaudy grandeitf# w?d a^ei» worldly worth. 

Like a broad paiSt^ at dii};anc(^ ihikes us vvoSt. ^ xa<5 

And, like a mift, is nothing when at hand » 

HfV merit, like a n^unt^n^ on apj^oach^ 

Swells more, and rife^ i}e^er,to the fti&^ 

By promife now, ajn^, by pQ%0iQn, j^;v, 

(Tqoyoaa, too vufjchi it cafuiot be) hiLs own* ' zai9 

From this thy jud ^wvHU^kfl riie^ 
Lorenzo ! rife t^Qjc^^tking^ "by reply. 
The w.oidd, %."clvwV ii^en«, and «5?fi«^?j 
And longs ^.crofvvn th^ with i^njif^al prai)^* 
i^^ thou be Ai^ ? ftfo i fr*" *W/^ i^ J*«#e j 1**5 

And wit ta^i.^^ ivh^ <jf^ ftk^ ,has to %, 
And na^ \v$iim^pU iifi$. Ixer career. 
She '11 fay — XiuUi n^s ^iife tJbe mmttaius rife \ 
And, with a. fthpu^Eiad ple»iaotrlefi, aiiuife; 
^cfari'll fpai-ki^, pHszk* floitter, rtife a duft, 12^0 

<Ai^.%oonv}^on, ia the duA ibfi rBis'd. 

Wit, lK)y/ dQUi^ott9 to. JBaaa'3 dain^ .tafte ? 
'Tis preciaiM, a» th(& xftele -of >W?/^ 9 
But, as its fubftiljutey a dife di&a&. 
Svfiicious t^l^U ! iWtter'd by the wvwid, 12^5 

By the blind world, vhich thinks the taknt rare; 
Wifdom is rgi:ft, Lorjpttzp I wit abpijnd« 5 
PaJIkn can giye it ; fpoetimes <tvMrtf in^irrB 
The li^y ^^ ; 4ud m^tfs rarely faUs* 
Whatever cfiBff iJbc Jfpirtt &^ngly fttw, tM© 

. • ., • For 
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Thus, in a double fenfe, the good are wife ; 
On its own dunghill, wifer than the world. 
What, then, the world ? It mufl bfc doubly weak; 
Strange truth ! as foon would they believe their Creed* 

Yet thus it is ; nor otherwife can be ; 
So far from aught romantic, what I fing. 
Blifs has no being, virtue has no (b-ength. 
But from the profpe^l of immortal life. 
Who think earth all, or (what weighs juft the fame) 11^0 
Who care no farther, muft prize what it yields j 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 
Who thinks eaith nothing, can't its charms admire $ 
He can't a foe, though moft malignant, hate, 
Becaufe that hate would prove his greater foe. 1x95 
*Tis hard for them (yet who fo loudly boaft 
Good- will to men ?) to love their deareft friend i 
For may not he invade their goodfttpremey 
Where the leaft jealoufy turns love to gall > 
All (bines to thenty that for a feafon fliines* i«^e 

Each aft, each thought, i^^queftions, «< What its weighty 
'' Its colour what, ' a thoufand ages hence ?^*— • 
And what it there appears, he deems it now. 
Hence, pure are the recefifes of his foul. 
The god-like man baa nothing to conceal. I2«5 

His virtue, conftitutionally deep. 
Has habifs firmnefs, and affeSMs flame ; 
Angels, ally'd, defcend to feed the fire ; 
And deatby which others flays, makes him a god. 

And now, Lorenxo \ bigot of this world ! la to 

Wont to difitem poor bigots caught by.lieaven I 

Stand 
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Let not the cooings of the world allure thee s 

Which of her lovers ever found her true ? 

Happy ! of this bad world who little know ?— 

And yet, we much muft know her, to htfafe. 11^5 

To kno«vJ the world, not love her, is thy point $ 

She gives but little, nor that little, long. 

There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulfe 5 

A dance of f))irit8, a mere froth of joy, 

Our tbougbtlefs agitation's idle child, 12S0 

That mantles high, that fparkles, and expires^ 

Leaving the (bul more vapid than before. 

An animal ovati6n 1 fuch as holds 

No commerce with our reafon^ but fubfi'fts 

On juices, through the wcll-tonM tubes, well-ftrain*d 5 

A nice machine ! fcairce ever tun'd aright j 

And when it jars— thy Syrens fing no more, 

Thy dance is done 5 the demi-godis thrown 

(Short apotheofis !) beneath the man^ 

In coward gloom inuners^'d, or fell defpair. 2290 

Art thou yet dull enough defpair to dread. 
And ftartle at deftru^^ion ? If thou art. 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; 
(A field of battle is this mortal lifel) 
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart \ ' 1^95 
A fingle fentence^roof againft the nvorld, 
" Soulj bodjfy fortune 1 tvery good pertains 
«* To one of thefe ; but prize not all alike ; 
** The goods of fortune to thy body's health, 
*< Body to foUl, and foul fubmit to God.*' 2300 

Wouldft thou btlUd lafting happineft ? Do this ; 

5 Til' 
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Th' inverted pyramid can never ftand. 

Is this truth doubtful ? It outfliines the Tun \ 
Nay, the fun fhines not, but to fhew us this. 
The fingle leflbn of mankind on earth. 1305 

And yet<«-yet, what ? No news ! mankind is mad j 
Such mighty numbers lift ^gainft the right, 
/And what cant numbers, when bcwitch'd, atchieve!) 
They talk themfelves to fomething like belief, 
Tiiat all earth^s joys are theirs : As Athens* fool 13x0 
Grinned from the port, on every fail his own. 

They grin ; bv((kherefore ? and how long the kugh > 
Half ignorance, their mirth j and half, a lye 5 
To cheat the world, and cheat themfelves, they fmile. 
Hard either tafk ! The moft abandoned own, 131 5 

That otbersy if abandoned, are undone : 
Then, for themfelves, the moment reafon wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long repofe) 
O how laborious is their gaiety f 
They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient ^lecn, 1320 
Scarce muftcr patience to fupport the farce. 
And pump fad laughter till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I fay ? Some cannot fit it out j 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw, 
Aitd (hew us ijijbat their joy, by their de(pair. J325 

The clotted hair I gor'd breaft I blalpheming eye 1 
Its impious fury ftill alive in death I 
Shut, (hut the (hocking fcene.— But heaven denies 
A cover to fuch guilt \ and fo (hould man. 
Look pound, Lorenzo ! fee the reeking blade, 1330 
Th' invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball \ 

IfeL. n. S The 
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The ftrangling cord^ aad fufl^ating ftream $ 

The loathioiAe rotteanefsj aad foul decay* , 

From raging' riot ((lower Aiicides !) 

Aad pride in theft, more essccrabie ftill I ^ if^S 

How l»orridaU to thought !— But horrors, theie^ 

That vouch ihe truth i and aid mj feeble fopg. 

From vice f fi^/e, fMuyy no man can be bleft : 

Blifs is too greaty to lodge within an hour : 

When an immortal being aims at blif«, ^ 1340 

Duration is e£S»itial to the name. 

O for a joy from reeifin I Joy from At, 

Which makes.man man ; aqd, exercised ar^t. 

Will make him more : A hurtfeoMSjoy 1 that gives. 

And promifes J that weaves, with art divine, ' j^^ 

The richeft profpe^ into prefent peace : 

A joy ambitious / Joy in commton held 

With thrones ethereal, and their greater far } 

A joy high-privileg'd from chance, .drae, death I 

A joy, which deatA fhail dottble,^'sMj^^/i/ crown. ! 1550 

CrownM higher, and ftill higher, at each ftage» 

Through bleft etemity^s long day $ yet ftill, 

Not more remote from y^rro*!*;,- than from /fan, 

Whofe laviih hand, whoie love ftupendous, pours 

So much of. Deity on guiity duft. , 2355 

Tbere, O my Lucia! may I meet thee there. 

Where not thy prefence can improve my blifs ! 

Affcfts not this thf /ages of the ixjorldf 
"Qzn nought aJfeSi then^, but whatyoo/f them too ? 
Eternity, depending on an hour, « i)6o 

Makes y^nW {bought WM^wjili^tk, joj^ andpraiie. 
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NoSr tteed jaa biafli (liiough fbmetimeft your deiigns ' 

May fhun the tight) at your defigns on heaven : • 

Sole point ^ when over-ba/b/ul i» your blame. 

Are you not (lu^/'— 'You know you are: Yet hear jifi^ 

One truth, amid your numerous fchemes, nnflaid, 

Oro^erlookM, or thrown afide, if ieen^ 

" Our fcbemes to plan by this world, or the nexty • 

** Is the fo^ difference between wiTe and fool.*^ - 

All ivorthy men will weigh you in this fcak f t^jo 

Vf\^% wonder then, if they ptx>nounce you light ? 

Is their efteem alone A4M worth your care > 

Accept my fimplc fdieme of ctmmonfrnfi t 

Thus, fave your fame, andmake t<ot)9 worlds your own. 

The vrovldurepUes notj^^at the world^^isif^/ $ 1375 
And puts the caufe off to the longeft day. 
Planning erafions i&t the day of doom. 
So far, at ih^tre-hearirngf from redreft. 
They then turn nMtntffes againfl themfelves : 
Hear that, Lorenico ! nor be wife to-mom>w. x^S* 
Hail^y baftet A man, by nature, is in hafte; 
For who fhall anfwer for another hour? 
'TiS" highly prudent, to make one fure friend ; ' 
And that thon canft not do, this fide the ikies. 

Ye fons of earth I (nor nuilUng to be more !)' 13 J^ 
Since njerfe you think from prieftcraft fomewhaf free. 
Thus, in an age fo gay, the Mi^e plain truths 
(Truths,which,at church, you trnght have heard in pro(e) 
Has venture into light ; well-pleas'd the verfe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain \ 1 390 

S % And 
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And crown her with your welfare, not your praiie« 

But prai/e ihe need not fear : I fee my fate; 

And headlong leap, like Curtius^ down the gulph» 

Since many an ample vobime, mighty tome, 

Muft die i and die unwept j O thou minute, • 1395 

Devoted page ! go forth among thy foes ; 

G09 nobly proud of martyrdom for truth. 

And die a double death : mankind, incensM, 

Denies thee long to live : nor ihalt thou reft 

When thou art dead ; in Stygian (hades arraigned 1400 

By Lucifer, as traitor to his throne ; 

And bold blafphemer of his friend— the world ; 

The world, whofe legions coft him (lender pay. 

And wobmteers around his banner fwarm ; 

Prudent, as Pruflia, in her zeal for Gaul ! 1405 . 

** Are all, then, fools V Lorenzo cries,— Yes, all, 
But fuch as hold this dodb-ine (new to thee) \ 
** The mother of true wifdom is the tuiW^i 
The nobleft inteUe^^ a fool without it« 
World'iuifdom much has done, and more may do, 141 • 
In arts and fciences^ in wars and peace ; 
But art and fcience, like thy wealth, will leave thee. 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
n'u is the moji indulgence can afford ^•— 
** Thy yAfihm all can doy but^—make thee 'wife,'''' 
Nor think this cenfure is fevere on thee : 
Satan, thy mailer, I dare call a dunce. 

CON. 
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